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The films from which six stills have been taken may not be obvious

from their context in the book: page 103, Fuller's China Gate <2oth

Century-Fox) ; page 108, Foreman's The Guns of Navarone (Columbia) ;

page 148, Lye's The Fountain of Hope (U.N.) ; page 159, Autant-Lara's

Thou Shalt Not Kill (Zebra Films) ; and page 178, Wajda's Ashes and
Diamonds (Films Polski). Sources of other stills, in order, Universal-

International (page 9) ; United Artists (pages 9, 93, 190) ; Columbia
Pictures (page 13); Museum of Modern Art (pages 26, 27); National
Film Board of Canada (pages 38, 40, 45); Donald Richie (pages 73,

79, 82); British Film Institute (pages 115, 120); Contemporary Films,
London (pages 126, 128) ; French Film Office (page 163) ; Continental
Films (page 184); Times Film Corp. (page 192). The stills from Hiro-
shima Mon Amour were taken from a positive print of the film thanks
to Zenith International; those from Let There Be Light and Night and
Fog were shot from the screen by Gideon Bachmann and Harvey Zucker,
respectively.



MURDER: A "BIG PROBLEM"

Robert Hughes

Art and ideas come out of the passion and torment of experience; it is

impossible to have a real relationship to the first if one's aim is to be

protected from the second.

James Baldwin, in Daedalus, Spring, 1960.

All but a few Americans have been spared the experience of seeing
either Alain Resnais' Night and Fog or John Huston's Let There Be

Light. Resnais' film, which he himself still regards as his best work
and which Francois Truffaut refers to elsewhere in this book as "the

greatest film ever made," is surely the only movie to present the

nightmare universe of the concentration camps without numbing its

audience to their horror. But until 1962, seven years after its

completion, Night and Fog was regarded by every distributor in

America as too risky, too much for the public. And Let There Be

Light, certainly one of Huston's best, and abundantly praised by
James Agee, is still banned by the Pentagon, forbidden any public

showing. Seventeen years after the War Department commissioned

this theatrical short to show the public that emotional casualties were

not madmen, we are still being denied the chance to face the facts, its

anguished faces of men whose minds, temporarily at least, cracked

in the outrage of warfare.

In the case of Night and Fog we were being "protected" by
show-businessmen; with Let There Be Light it is still a combination

of militarists and psychiatrists. Too strong medicine, they say. An

apt reference. But who's sick here anyway? And what kind of pills

would you prescribe? Tranquilizers, nurse. Strait jacket. Take her

out once a week and see Caligari revamped.
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Some small progress has been made since the part-time work on
this book began in 1959. Let There Be Light now at least can be

read; and it doesn't require leaving the country to see Night and

Fog. But the term "anti-war" continues to be used by critics and

public alike to describe just about any film involving war which is

not an outright commercial for the military. Thus the motive behind

the book is still partly semantic. And it should be seen in some per-

spective: as from 1959, when Bridge on the River Kwai, Paths of

Glory and then, and I quote "if you never see another movie" (and

you just might decide not to) On the Beach were on the scene, each

almost universally praised as great anti-war films. Now each took

considerable courage to make, and each is made with deftness and
skill. Each has reached a great audience and made its impact. But is

any one of them genuinely anti-war in the sense of basically ques-

tioning the sanity of warfare as a method of solving human disputes?
The two best-known anti-war films of the past, All Quiet on the

Western Front and La Grande Illusion, are concerned with the basic,

well-known contradiction of war: men fight other men who are like

themselves. Effective as they still are, both pictures are romantic in

their idealization of the so-called good side of war, the camaraderie.

But in a world of "total war," where mass extermination is a fact,

whether in concentration camps or obliterated cities, they seem

strangely dated. War and killing today are much more efficient and

outrageously absurd. But there is almost no reflection of this fact

in present-day American movies. Paths, significantly set in World
War I, back when life and death were a good deal simpler, questions
the sanity and justice of the military caste. But don't most of its

spectators leave the film with the impression that if only guys like

Kirk Douglas could lead us, we could kill each other in good con-
science?

Kwai too is ultimately a case of the "anti-bastard" film. Like
Caine Mutiny it suggests that there may be a leader who appears
to be criminally insane, perhaps, but the system, the Establishment,
if you will, is not seriously brought into question, not regarded as
either pernicious or absurd. And speaking of absurdity, what of an
"anti-war" film which inspired at least one of its big audiences to
scream at one point: "Kill him! Kill him!"?

In On the Beach, as of 1959 the most "important" film dealing
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with World War III, not only does no one actually die within sight,
but the only explanation of why the bombs began falling comes from
an essentially unsympathetic character, an ineffectual alcoholic sci-

entist; and the heroes, Peck, Perkins, and the admiral, are all com-
mitted military men still, asking no questions about the extent to

which militarism and the arms race brought about and, in fact, in-

sured this catastrophe. For all the "there's still time, brother" ban-

ners, the spectator tends to be left with a feeling of romantic futility,
of the inevitability of war.

One spectator was heard to remark leaving the theater: "Well, it

makes you think." To this, one might well ask: "And what were you
thinking before?" A lot of people who ought to know better Aldous

Huxley and the American Friends Service Committee among others

joined in the chorus of praise for On the Beach. The normally sane,

judicious Committee even approvingly reprinted out of context, in
outsize type those feeble lines spoken by scientist Fred Astaire,
which Colin Young quotes on page 95.

Aside from Mr. Young's other writings (in the pages of Film
Quarterly) there was almost nothing written about these films which
did not, in George Jean Nathan's phrase, "kiss their aspirations."
One significant exception was James Baldwin:

The kind of madness sketched in Kwai is far more dangerous and wide-
spread than the movie would have us to believe . . . [Such] movies are

designed not to trouble but to reassure; they do not reflect reality, they
merely rearrange its elements into something we can bear. They also
weaken our ability to deal with the world as it is, ourselves as we are.*

Reasons often advanced for the unreality of our films are that we
were never bombed, that we never fought on American soil, that our

economy never even approached collapse. And surely the films that
make the most persuasive statements about war are those coming
from countries that "had" it: from the final sequence of Paisan
through the strafing sequence of Forbidden Games to the Japanese
film, still never shown here theatrically, Children of the A-Bomb.
None of these, at least, is corrupted by implicit glamorization or
glorification of war. No drum rolls, no cheap stiff-upper lip heroics.

i. "Mass Culture and the Creative Artist: Some Personal Notes/? in
Daedalus, Spring, 1960.



Murder: A "Big Problem" / n

About this time, too, the United Nations feature, Power Among
Men (with which I was associated), failed to reach theatrical audi-

ences partly as a result of an unwise decision to show large chunks

of it first on the "Omnibus" television show. It was the time of Ike,

the supposed author of the "Atoms for Peace" proposal, and the man
who couldn't be bothered even to look at the U.N. film which- was

based in large part on "his" idea.

Then, in 1960, the astonishing response in America to Hiroshima

Mon Amour (which few expected to be shown here at all in its

complete form, let alone succeed as it did) gave hope that Americans

can take it, can face up to what war really means, and perhaps begin
to work more diligently, urgently, toward making sure it never hap-

pens again. Not that Hiroshima is unflawed, but that it is certainly

a work worthy of extensive consideration.

So Book 2 began to take shape, or rather to make sense, as some-

thing other than the non-stop put-down I feared it might be. With

everything commissioned, except the scripts (both of which were

"reconstituted" via moviola) and the Gold essay (which he had

written as a film society program note), the book grew and grew (see

contents page) and then was cut and cut (see essays and below).

Among the things that went were scripts for George Franju's
L'Hotel des Invalides and the final sequence from Paisan\ a little

anthology of previously published essays on aspects of the problem,

e.g.,
Karel Reisz on "Milestone and War," from Sequence 14, and

work by George Barbarow, Martin Dworkin (three essays), John

Gillett, and Gregory Bateson. Film Quarterly did an issue on

Humphrey Jennings, so that made the cutting of Lindsay Anderson's

"Only Connect" relatively painless. Especially hard to leave out was

an essay from Barbara Deming's unfortunately still unpublished
book A Long Way from Home, subtitled "Some Cinema Nightmares
from the '40'$." Also, sadly, most of the humor and satire went, in-

cluding Jules Feiffer on The Young Lions and "The Second City"
sketch on war-film stereotypes.

Surely the most distressing omission from the book is the still-born

article on the relationship between the Pentagon and Hollywood.
Four writers, including the present one, attempted to get sufficient

information on this subject to present a thorough, incontrovertible

brief. Perhaps someday soon a really imaginative, enterprising, and
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lucky reporter will get this story of the amount of tax money going
to subsidize what amounts to propaganda for the military establish-

ment. As Dore Schary remarked in conversation, military "co-

operation" can mean the equivalent of between one and two million

dollars worth of free "production values" in a big film like The

Longest Day. Mr. Schary also remarked that the Pentagon was trying
to persuade some studio to tell the glorious story of Wernher von

Braun as far back as 1954. Robert Pirosch, scenarist of Battleground
and numerous other war films, got the message in Washington and

relayed it to Schary, then production chief at MGM, who refused to

consider it no matter how much "support" might be involved. He
just didn't care for the hero. Anyone who could get the whole story
of Washington-Hollywood dealings, the dollars and cents of it, would
deserve a Pulitzer prize at the least.

It is important to note that this book was essentially locked up in

1961, so that many of the more recent blockbusters like The Longest

Day and incendiaries like The Day the Earth Caught Fire are neces-

sarily ignored. Also ignored, and more unfortunately, are almost all

of the dozens of short films, mostly from Europe, which deal with war

(pro or con) and peace. It is particularly sad that no attention is paid
here to the American Friends Service Committee's The Language of
Faces by John Korty. This is an eloquent, relevant meditation on

fear, hatred, and indifference and their opposites, their alternatives.

This is a thoughtful, profoundly hopeful film.

But this book, like Book i, has not been compiled as a last word
on anything; but rather as a tentative effort, by means of a topical

symposium, to provoke further discussion, thought, research, and

writing on the subject. In the case of the first book, there was some

slight success in this, what with the Film Quarterly round table on
distribution and exhibition, followed by another session also inspired
in part at least by the book, the conference (at Antioch College, spon-
sored by the Art Theatre Guild) out of which has come the founda-
tions of the American Film Institute.

At the least it is hoped that this book will stir things up a little.

One simple and positive effect might finally be the compilation of a

pamphlet an annotated, reliably evaluated listing of films dealing
with the issues of peace (in particular) and war. For it has been a
matter of some concern to me that this book could boomerang, like



(WX5)WA3HI!CTOir, Sept. 19,-
the First Lady reads to the President their invitation to the African
Premiere of the Columbia fHM on the life of Wernher von Brawi,*! Ala At
The Stars* during a White Hois* ceremony today. The invitation was prea ti-

ed byf from left, Mrs. George Decker, chairman of the Army Dtetaff Founda-
tion group sponsoring the benefit prsmisrei Mrs, Thomas 3. Gates, Jr. f wi fe
of the Defense .Secretary, aid Lt. Gu LesUe R. Groves, president of the
foundation which is raising funds to build a hone for Army officers* widows;

(f21600atf-bwg)1960



14 / Film: Book 2

the ostensible anti-war films, by unconsciously glorifying, not war
this time, but war films, creating new interest in seeing the bloody

things. But I am comforted by die fact that almost no one need go
out and see them (for example, the Samuel Fuller jobs) at a theater,

thereby reinforcing the status quo to the tune of a buck or four;

during the next week or two you are apt to have your choice of maybe
a dozen on television. And after all one is pretty much like the other.

During most of the time this book was in the making, a phony
controversy has been raging in the English language film journals
over "Form" vs "Content"; "Art" vs "Sociology"; the "committed"

critics, or the "Marxists" vs the "esthetes" (or is it those still at

large?) many of them, in de Beauvoir's phrase, "anarchists of the

Right." This controversy is ridiculous in part because it scarcely
relates to any critic of real talent but rather to a handful of polem-
icists, right and left. Criticism and art of real value is always a diffi-

cult balance of concern for form and content. Thorold Dickinson

provides a pertinent reminder in his essay when he remarks that "all

films are based on ideas, however shoddy."
In fact this book may be taken as a warning of the dangers of

tackling a "big problem" in film, for, as Truffaut once rather testily
remarked to a hostile and presumably committed interviewer: "You
can talk of the 'big problems' with devastating sincerity only if they
really keep you from sleeping at night." That is a tough test, and

probably not altogether sufficient, but the alternative is not the

glorification of war, or of hacks and Kahn-men who specialize in

packaging it.

In addition to those acknowledgments and thanks noted in the
sectional introductions, it is necessary to thank Richard Seaver,
Marilynn Meeker, Stanley Brown, J. O. Scrymgeour, and my wife
who each contributed mightily in making sure this book, such as it

is, got out.



I. Three on Target: 1945 - 1959

The three filmmakers receiving extended attention here have each

made a picture (in Huston's case two) which at least in part is

genuinely anti-war.

Novelist Herbert Gold, who recently wrote the film script based

on his novel The Man Who Was Not With It, and whose latest book
is aptly titled The Age of Happy Problems, here neatly defines the

case for and against The Battle of San Pietro. This essay is reprinted
from a program note he wrote for The New Yorker Film Notes,
Winter 60-6 1, the New York art house's admirable series of show-

ings for which such authors as Jack Gelber and Terry Southern also

provided notes. This source should explain the references to Nanook
and The River, also on that program.

Before enlisting in the film division of the army in 1942, John
Huston had written Juarez and directed The Maltese Falcon. His

first assignment, to make a picture about the only place our forces

were then fighting, resulted in the pretty but dull (there wasn't much

fighting to be seen) Report from the Aleutians. Most of the story of

making San Pietro appears in the interview which tollows. Some of

the things that were cut: an exchange between Huston and Richard

Griffith, who had been at the Signal Corps headquarters in Astoria,

L.I. when San Pietro was made. Huston denied ever having heard the

rumor that Mark Clark's appearance was the price for releasing the

film at all even in three reels. That performance by Clark is an

unconscious presage of the power of television to reveal public
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figures giving themselves away. The five-reel version referred to has

been destroyed, "discarded," according to Major John E. Fenner of

the Army Pictorial Center. Other material deleted from the interview

text includes the fact that Huston had originally intended to use

Quentin Reynolds as the narrator. It is interesting to ponder how the

film might have suffered had not Huston himself spoken the narration

in his understated, firm, but easy style. The slightest touch of hyste-
ria or indignation would likely take most of the edge off the film. His
other wartime pictures were both narrated by his father, Walter

Huston; this is specified since the prints contain no credits, and
Huston himself was a little vague on that point. Unfortunately he

seems not to have found time to go over this transcript since. In

many ways it is a shame that this interview took place so long after

the fact, for Huston was after all trying to recall events of some fif-

teen years previous. His first picture after the war was The Treasure

of the Sierra Madre\ his latest are Freud and The Misfits.

The Norman McLaren interview on Neighbours took place in

September of 1960, only eight years after the film's completion. His
more recent animated films include something called Norman Mc-
Laren's Opening Speech, "delivered" on the occasion of the First

Montreal International Film Festival, and Lines Vertical and Lines

Horizontal. Guy L. Cote, the interviewer, makes documentary films

at the National Film Board of Canada; his latest is Cattle Ranch.
This interview was in part a follow-up, three years later, of a con-

versation between the editor and McLaren about the elimination

of the murdered mothers and children sequence from Neigh-
bours. At that time McLaren was flabbergasted to realize what effect

this cut had in changing the implication of the film. That he has

changed his mind, and that he may change it again, is apparent from
the text: "Maybe I should be protected from my changes of mind."
In that earlier conversation McLaren had allowed that he really
wasn't thinking, that in the back of his mind was the recollection that
much too much fighting had been shot and perhaps not enough cut
out. This cut, requested by Wesley Green of the International Film
Bureau in Chicago, was inspired by the reports of audio-visualists
and grade school teachers that children shouldn't be exposed to such
horrible sights. True, perhaps, but it is ironic that this film should
be butchered when it is in fact a turning-inside-out of the very
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cartoon formula violence which has no point or end but itself and

upon which most American kids seem to thrive. Fortunately a few

prints of the original version still exist. Originally this interview was
to have been followed by a short article describing some imaginative
use of the film by a teacher (not an audio-visualist) at one of the

"600" schools of New York. This article, by Celia Anderson, direc-

tor of the New York University Film Library, will appear soon else-

where; in it she shows how valuable the film (the mothers and

children sequence included) is in promoting some beginning insights

into the real nature of violence among "problem" kids whose lives

are much too full of it. Unfortunately cut from the text also is much
detail on the techniques of "pixillation," and on the teamwork nature

of the enterprise. Also a reference to a "pretty poor" anti-war film

McLaren made just after leaving the Glasgow School of Art, in 1936,

something called Hell Unlimited.

The composite interview with Alain Resnais has been constructed

from a great number of interviews which appeared during 1959 and

1960 in French periodicals, most of them supplied us by Miss Helen

Scott of the French Film Office. The one drawn upon most heavily,

with permission of course, is from Esprit, June, 1960, an anonymous
interview entitled "Un cin6aste stoicien'/ here translated by Carlos

Clarens. The responsibility for the selection is the editor's.

Monsieur Resnais, he of the "terrible modesty," once remarked:

"You will never see my name signed to anything in print." But this

should not apply to interviews, several hundred of which he has by
now survived. In the compilation particular stress has been laid

upon his intention that the spectator should not identify with the

heroine of Hiroshima Mon Amour that her story is to be taken

merely as a case, an instance, with a strong dose of Brechtian aliena-

tion, for it is on this point that most critics with most justice have

accused him or Mme. Duras of failure. The tearoom sequence in par-

ticular, where the heroine tells most of her story, is dominated, in

sheer number of shots and compositions by the face of Emmanuelle
Riva. Eija Okada is scarcely seen let alone believed in or identified

with in more than one shot to four of her tear-stained, anguished,

sympathetic face. This is perhaps the key to the fact that the film

has been so widely regarded as a "woman's" picture, if not as an

avant-garde soap serial. But it is likely that if Resnais had truly
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succeeded in his avowed intention a tenth as many people would have

seen Hiroshima. Prior to making Hiroshima Resnais had made a

great number of shorts. Among them one requires mention: Les

Statues Meurent Aussi (Statues Also Die), which develops the com-

monplace thesis that the force of African-Negro art expired with the

advent of the Colonialists. The film was banned by the French cen-

sors until 1961 when it was released, in severely truncated form, on

the eve of the settlement of the Algerian War. That point, and the

final seemingly impertinent question in the interview as to why he

doesn't make a film on a more urgent subject, make more sense and

may seem somewhat more polite, when it is known that he remarked

of Marienbad: "It has the air of a gratuitous exercise and perhaps
that's what it is. ... I truly believe that one shouldn't make any film

in France at this time without referring to the Algerian War. . . .

Moreover, I wonder if the dose, stifling atmosphere of Last Year at

Marienbad isn't a result of these contradictions." But with or with-

out reference to war of any kind, Resnais will doubtless continue to

make films of extraordinary power and imagination. And soon he

likely will have to begin to write his own scripts.

This section and certain negative comments on his films else-

where"in the book underscore the difficulty of making a universal

pacifist statement in film. It would be interesting to see a study un-

dertaken by a literate sociologist of the varying national reactions to,

say, Neighbours and Hiroshima Mon Amour. Which foundation?

What literate sociologist?



THE REAL THING

Herbert Gold

When I first saw The Battle of San Pietro it was fifteen years ago
and I was a uniformed teen-ager, both awed by Military Intelligence

training and strutting in my jump boots; I had not yet acquired the

notion of my possible mortality; I was itching to be dropped behind

the German lines and use my training in languages and weapons.
The war was on, we were going going going, and this film was

presented to us as an academic lesson. Afterwards we heard a lecture

on the intelligence mistakes of those who organized the battle. The
Americans shown dying, dead, burning in their tanks, shocked and

writhing, should not have died, we were told. The commanding of-

ficers should have seen the hopelessness of their plan after they lost

the first battalion. Just looking at the map, we could see the error.

Those of us who had not disappeared underground emotionally from

the shock of the film stared accusingly at the intelligence officers

returned from combat: how many of them were sent back to train-

ing because of failures like those illustrated by the film?

Major John Huston before he became John Huston the Holly-
wood Character, complete with tantrums, camp, flacks, and tax

fights made this film of an actual battle in the winter of 1943 with

six other brave men. They had the technical and aesthetic advantage
of being able to photograph a limited action in the setting of southern

Italy, and the setting also provided a natural amphitheater, a frame

for the events; the air, artillery, infantry, and tank forces were ex-
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pended almost like extras in a Hollywood war; but the reason that

this film about war has an immediacy not to be found in any other

(and certainly not in Huston's stylized version of The Red Badge
of Courage, despite its piecemeal virtues) is that John Huston and
the others were there, no shit, really right there under fire while the

men were dying. Their hand-held cameras went whirling in the

violence, courage, and desperation of mortal events, and the faces of

the cameramen were brother to the faces of the men who lay broken-

skulled, destroyed, with pants stained.

The film Huston made was never released commercially. Some

military personnel saw it for the military lessons to be taken from

it, but the human lesson was obvious to the army. Therefore the

original film is locked up to this day.
1 The version we are now seeing

is a cut down, watered, treated, packaged, hyped-up, and bled-away
patriotic product. It opens with General Mark Clark, apparently
reading off a blackboard to the right of a studio camera some place
else, uglified by his life and using only the bare minimum of his

body in this distasteful public relations job one corner of his

mouth. His little speech assures us about the necessity of destroying
"San Pietro, the key to the valley," so that we won't believe the

evidence of our eyes. It was a successful action, he says. To prove his

point, the sound track has been invaded by heaving, seasick movie

music, more suitable for selling Dristan, underscoring the invasion
of the eight sinus cavities, than for describing this deathly struggle;
the St. Brendan's Boys Choir and the Mormon Tabernacle Chorus
offer further musical and religious sanction to the disaster; and the
film concludes with that seasoned crotch sign modeled on Winston
Churchill's two fingers, the V for Victory.
No matter. Even cut and distorted, the film is a masterpiece of ex-

perienced immediate horror. Huston's narration, generally discreet,
tells us little more than we need to know: "It was a bad year for

grapes and olives ..." And while we watch a volunteer patrol go out:

"Not one member of such a patrol ever returned alive." The dead

men, being trundled about in their white sacks by the grave-detail
at the end of the incident, make it dear what the faces of the grinning
Italian kids really mean.

i. Worse than locked up: destroyed. See page 16. Ed.
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At this distance, watching these images again after fifteen years, it

is hard to remember what the war was about; we knew at die time

and perhaps we can still remember as we sit distracted on our hydro-

gen weapons; but in San Pietro, once more war is.

The River and Nanook of the North are both classic films which

can best be seen with no additional paraphernalia of comment, advice

and exhortation of which they already have too much in prissily

poetic narrations. On the same program with San Pietro, however, the

energetic, grinning, leaping and jumping struggle for survival of

Nanook presents a special comment on civilized culture. We need

what William James called "the moral equivalent of war" risk,

passion, focused effort and the delighted face of Nanook tells us

how much we lack. The faces of those about to die in San Pietro

also have this mobilized intensity; but catching a seal* or having two

wives is possible; San Pietro is not possible (though how archaic

the weapons of 1943 now seem to us!).

The exultation which underlies our grief in San Pietro and our

relish in Nanook comes of the sense of tragic power in human be-

ings. A filmmaker I know tells the story of trying to redub the

sound of one of the players in Paisan using the voice of the Ameri-

can soldier who played the part, playing himself. Only a few years

after the war, a hero had become a short-order cook, fat, stupefied,

constipated, and ignorant of the passion he had once put into his

role. They had to find an actor; he could no longer play himself.

Someway, through films like these, we are reminded of what we
can be in the jittery midst of what we must not be. This reminder is

the domain of the highest art.



THE COURAGE OF THE MEN
An interview with JOHN HUSTON

The second bout between Floyd Patterson and Ingemar Johans-
son provided the first occasion in many months for John Huston to

come to New York. He flew in from his home in Ireland, where he
now spends what little time he has between shooting his films. He
was leaving shortly for Reno, Nevada, the location of The Misfits,
when we (Richard Griffith, Hilary Harris, and the editor) met with
him the afternoon following the fight, 21 June 1960, in his suite at

the St. Regis. With Mr. Huston were his secretary, Gladys Hill; an

associate, Ernest Anderson; and a man whose name we didn't learn

until weeks later, a wry, bantering fellow who now and then referred

ironically to "another" show he wanted to see: Krapp's Last Tape; it

seemed he felt this tape-recorded interview was the curtain raiser. He
turned out to be the New York Post columnist, Earl Wilson.
Mr. Huston greeted us warmly, made sure we had Scotches in our

hands, and commenced telling Richard Griffith about his recent

acquisition of a head of Robert Flaherty by Jacob Epstein, which
now rests on the mantelpiece of his Galway home. The Epstein was
news to all of us, and Mr. Griffith duly made a note for future

(Museum of Modern Art) reference. A ten-minute delay in taping
ensued when we discovered that the St. Regis had direct current

only, making it impossible to run our A.C. recorder until a converter
arrived via room service.

The talk soon turned to subjects of the interview, a rather dis-

astrous development since anything repeated or summarized later



Three on Target / 23

when the machine is running almost always involves considerable

loss in spontaneity. Fortunately, Mr. Huston was soon sidetracked

from discussion of his war films onto last night's fight. He was on

his feet, re-creating the knockout when the tape recorder finally be-

gan working. He was in good form.

HUGHES: How did The Battle of San Pietro come to be made?
HUSTON: Well, I was sent to England, where there was an attempt

to make a report on the American and British, the Allied task

force landings and the fighting in North Africa. The Joint Opera-
tion film. We had made one over here, and they had made one in

England, and this was Capra's undertaking. I think the way this

arose was that President Roosevelt asked to see the film that

existed on the North African landings. And there wasn't any.

(Laughter.)

GRIFFITH: None at all, John?
HUSTON: No, there wasn't any. The only film that had been made of

it which was of any account, had gone down. Anatole Litvak had

been in on the landing; and he put the film back on his boat, and

went ashore again; and while he was ashore the boat was sunk.

And that was the only material that had been shot. But Tola's

outfit was the only one covering it. And at that time the English
had really good camera coverage. And this was so embarrassing to

the War Department that we fabricated combat film (Laughter.)

out in California, right near the Oriara Lake. Canvas tanks

were made, and Jack Chennault the General's son, whom I had

flown with up in the Aleutians; he had been in charge of the

fighter craft up in the Aleutians Jack came over with his squad-
ron and, oh, he put on glorious air battles over Orlando, Florida,

with just a couple of bombers. And then we shot ground forces

out in California. But I think most fortunately that this film

never saw the light of day. Now the English had wonderful ma-

terial. And it was a hell of a dirty trick we played on the English:

they asked to see our film before it was decided that it should be

presented jointly; and Frank, being very coony, refused to show

it to them; he was rather insulted at the request. Anyway, by the

time the film was finally put together it was so old hat that . . .

GRIFFITH: The president had forgotten it entirely I
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HUSTON: And I don't think the film was ever released.

GRIFFITH: Was it finally edited into a film?

HUSTON: Yes. Finally.

GRIFFITH: It was never released? This is all news to me.

HUSTON (chuckling) : No. There is a whole existing film of our North
African adventure, made in conjunction with the English. . . .

GRIFFITH: So then Colonel Zanuck came out with his Tunisian film,

and that ended the story.

HUSTON: Well, that was what had happened directly before. And

then, while I was nearing the end of this fiasco in England Frank

was working on the cutting of the film over there I got orders to

go to Italy and make a film that would explain the difficulties we
were having in getting to Rome as quickly as everybody had

thought we were going to. To show the hardships of the campaign.
And so we set about doing that.

HUGHES: How much of the San Pietro film was preplanned? James

Agee gives the impression that everything worked out according
to plan.

HUSTON: Very little. It was impossible to do any planning. The Bat-

tle of San Pietro, as it was finally called, was the first battle of the

Liri valley, and the reason we settled on that was simply because

we were held there for so long. The story of the 36th Texas In-

fantry Division and the Liri valley just grew out of a military
situation.

GRIFFITH: As I remember Jules Buck telling me, you might start

off in the morning with an idea of what you were going to do. But
when you found yourself pinned down behind a hedgerow, that

took care of you for the rest of the day.
HUSTON: It was just what happened during the day that dictated our

actions. There was no possibility of planning. You know, it was

just like the Infantry.
We were in the town before anybody my camera crew. About

three days before we got into the town, our Intelligence had it that

the Germans had evacuated; and Jules and Eric Ambler and I cut

across the fields to San Pietro. And I've never seen anything like

it: there'd been an attack and a counterattack in the night, and
there were just hundreds and hundreds of dead. And all of their

shiny equipment, you know, machine guns all shiny, and some-
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times overshoes standing beside the machine guns, and the bando-

liers and the cartridge clips all shiny and everything. You know,

you wanted to say, "Get up and we'll shoot it again."
And so we got to the base of a hill. On top of the hill was

San Pietro. And Eric Ambler (that's the novelist) had a British

uniform on, of course; and Jules was carrying a camera case

(Jules Buck, this is he was my one-man army through the war) .

And I had fallen, taken a dive someplace, and sprained an ankle; I

had a walking stick, and I'm sure this saved our lives because the

Germans had San Pietro
;
and here we came marching right up to

San Pietro. Our Intelligence was mistaken. But the Germans didn't

fire on us until we paused down by the wall below the town.

We were standing there trying to decide what to do when they

opened fire on us. They threw these two mortar shells in; and they
made so much dust that we were able to run under the cover of

that dust.

GRIFFITH: Not across the field, I hope?
HUSTON: Back to the next place, and so on. Then we kept going from

one place to another. That was three days before we got into the

town. When we tried it again, we got into the town. And there was

nobody there! Then the Germans thought that the Americans had

come in, and the Americans thought the Germans were still there 1

And oh, there was the goddamnedest concentration, and we all

huddled in a cave. Rubble came down over the mouth of the cave,

and we thought we'd have to dig our way out. . . .

ANDERSON: Both sides firing . . .

HUSTON: Both sides, and dive bombing. . . .

GRIFFITH: You said before, "It was like Infantry," and this is what

you meant.

HUSTON: That's right. And then that stopped, and we came out,

and we stayed there the night. And the next morning, the people

began to come out. And that's when we shot all that material.

HUGHES: What was Eric Ambler's connection with the film?

HUSTON: I had met Eric in England, and I said, "Come on along.

This might be sport." And so he got permission and orders to go
out.

HUGHES: He didn't work on the script or the commentary?
HUSTON: No.



GRIFFITH: Just along for the ride.
1

HUGHES: The film was aimed at the "homefront" public, and not

soldiers?

HUSTON: That's right. And that was the first time real Infantry

combat conditions, involving Americans, had ever been seen on

the screen. So then there was a great debate as to whether it

should be released; and it was decided: not in that form. Then

later there was a controversy about whether troops should see it.

GRIFFITH: Could we get some dates here, John? You came back

when?

HUSTON: I never remember a date, Dick.

GRIFFITH: '44?

i. In a letter Jules Buck, now producing films in London, remarked that

"somewhere, somewhere" he has a copy of the handwritten script that

"John would write each night after a 'shooting' day of work."
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HUSTON: I haven't any idea. It could be looked up.
2 1 can tell you,

they took Cassino after we left. It was just directly before the fall

of Cassino, the monastery, Monte Cassino.

GRIFFITH: What would be interesting here would be your return,

the completion of the film, and the gap between the completion

and the release.

HUSTON: This could all be checked.3 Then it was a question as to

whether troops, troops that had never been in combat, should see

the film because of what the moral effect would be on them; the

morale effect, I mean. And it was decided to show it to them, and

quite wisely I am sure, because the greatest
number (this leads us

around to the Let There Be Light film) the greatest
number of

casualties, as far as neuroses are concerned, are among troops first

going under fire. They are not prepared for thisj you know. It's an

2. End of February, 1944.

3. Jules Buck: "We edited the film in Hollywood, finishing sometime

around late summer (August, perhaps) 1944."
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unusual position, crawling around on the ground with machine-

gun bullets only a yard above your head. That's what training
consists of, combat training.

GRIFFITH: Belatedly, a film was made in an attempt to control this,

Baptism of Fire straight from Hollywood, not badly staged. . . .

HUGHES: What was cut in reducing San Pietro from five reels

to three?

HUSTON: Mostly our own casualties, and seeing people get hit, and

things of that kind.

HUGHES: The blood.

HUSTON: Yes.

HUGHES: Who did this, and what was the justification?

HUSTON: Well, the justification, and quite a proper one, was that

the War Department had a hard time getting anything over three

reels long shown publicly, because of the exhibitors. Because it cut

into the exhibitors' proceeds, I am ashamed to say. They were

willing to give time for three reels, but they weren't going to al-

low five reels.
4

ANDERSON: These films weren't considered to be any draw at all?

GRIFFITH: Prelude to War did badly in the theaters, and this was
used thereafter as the standard excuse by exhibitors. . . .

HUGHES: Richard Griffith has written of this film as "an outright
attack on all wars, and on the way this particular war was waged."
Do you agree with that? That the film "shows an agonized hatred

of war and killing"?

HUSTON: Well, no. I'll say this, though, that when the picture was
first seen by the War Department, in the Pentagon building, some

general said, "This picture is pacifistic. It's against war. Against

4. Jules Buck again: "The struggle to get it released took many months.

(John, I'm sure, gave you the rundown on how General Marshall saved

the picture, and us.)" [As of press time we had not heard from Huston
on this point.] "The release date was April, 1945. It was a 'spot' release,

and most theaters did not run it. Probably did not want to offend the

public. (The exhibitors refused to take the film as a 'pledged short,' which

really meant a duckout for them.)" Arthur Mayer, who was throughout
the war in charge of the program to get exhibitors to show such films,

takes vigorous exception to these slurs on the exhibitors; the vast ma-
jority of them, he says, were extremely cooperative. But he acknowledges
that they were not overjoyed at showing films of more than three reels.
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the war. Against war." And I said, "Well, sir, whenever I make a

picture that's for war why I hope you take me out and shoot

me." (Laughter.) But it was anything but done out of hatred of

war on my part. It was done out of profound admiration for the

courage of the men who were involved in this ghastly thing. And
as a tribute to them. That is what was in my mind.

HUGHES: But no anti-war feelings, no outrage at the slaughter?
HUSTON: Well, I think that's just natural, and comes out of it. When

you see the real thing, you have to be, you know. . . . No, my
God! Nobody ever wanted to kill Germans more than I did.

(Chuckling.) Or see them killed. And I thought it was anti-war

to do it, in order to stop Hitler.

HUGHES: Who chose Mark Clark to introduce the film, and what

were the circumstances behind the choice?

HUSTON: The War Department chose Mark Clark. And he wasn't

the most popular general that ever lived. As a matter of fact,

the 36th Texas Infantry Division brought suit against him.

(Laughter.) After the war they brought suit against him. It was

charming. They did, or they tried to, from what happened at the

Rapido river. It was a pretty poor operation, I must say, and

casualties were unnecessarily high, I think.

GRIFFITH: Did the suit reach the courts?

HUSTON: No.

HUGHES: Did you shoot Clark?

HUSTON: No.
ANDERSON: But he is dead. (Laughter.)

HUSTON: I wish I had. (Laughter.)* They wanted Clark to say

something that would take three or four minutes on the screen,

and so I wrote something about that length, as a model, explain-

ing the principle of the Italian campaign, I mean what its main

purpose was: to contain German troops; and then what it devel-

oped into, and the nature of the fighting. And I was surprised,

rather aghast, when the film of Clark arrived, and he had memo-

rized the damn speech. (Laughter.) Now can you imagine a gen-

eral, a four-star general anyway then . . .

5. Correction: General Clark is now head of the military college, The

Citadel (thought by some to have been the original of the scene of

Calder Willinghaxn's End as a Man).
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GRIFFITH: Repeating the words of strategist Huston?

HUSTON: That's right. (Laughter.) So, in other words, he didn't

know any more about what was going on than I did. (Laughter.)

When I saw it my only reaction was horror at the fact that such

a great general should be repeating word for word the strategy of a

campaign as / saw it, and I was no more than a dogface in it.

HUGHES: You mentioned before the tape was running, about yet

another version of the film, one even shorter than the three reels,

which the army hacked up for TV showing. I wish you'd expand
on that.

HUSTON: Well, they chose just action shots and material showing
American troops running forward . . .

GRIFFITH: Charge!?
HUSTON: ... to certain victory, you know. That was the over-all

tone of it.

HUGHES: This is then an army recruiting TV commercial?

HUSTON: That's what it comes to, I am afraid.

GRIFFITH: Very flattering that they picked this film. (Huston

laughs.)

HUGHES: Did they scrap your original commentary in this TV ver-

sion?

HUSTON: Oh, no.

ANDERSON: They just edited it. The whole thing was less than half

an hour.^ ^
HUSTON: No, not even that, Ernie; I'd say twenty minutes. Just ex-

cerpts from the original.

GRIFFITH: This would take careful editing.
6

HUGHES How did you come to make Let There Be Light?
HUSTON: When I was finished cutting San Pietro, they told me they
wanted a film to show industry that nervous and emotional casual-

ties were not lunatics; because at that time these men weren't

getting jobs. As a matter of fact, I think LaGuardia made some
terrible boner in not allowing them to come on the Fire Depart-
ment or come under city employment. And I think this was pub-
lished, and put the wind up everybody. So industry began to re-

6. This third version (TV-43O) with Huston replacing Clark, and (ap-

parently) with the cuts implied above, is shown on the Army-sponsored
television show called "The Big Picture."
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ject men who had this discharge. And there was no more disgrace
to this discharge than if the man had been a physical casualty
had lost an arm or a leg. And that was the purpose of the film.

I always thought it was the most, you know, the most hopeful
and optimistic and even joyous thing I ever had a hand in. I felt

as though I were going to church every day out in that hospital.
GRIFFITH: The group therapy sessions are just a fountain of joy.
HUSTON: God, weren't they? And so I was shocked when the army

took its stand on the film. I never dreamed they would ban it.

And the recovery for these men, what passes for recoveries, was to

me something quite inspiring.
HUGHES: Most of those few people who have seen Let There Be

Light agree that this is surely one of the great films of our time.

But some individuals have remarked negatively about what they
call the "wonder drug angle," the quick-cure-via-hypnosis.

HUSTON: Well, there is certainly some point to that. We try to ex-

plain in the film's commentary that these men have not under-

gone a complete recovery from all the ills that they have ever

had. Some of them of course came into the army with hidden

neuroses, hidden so far as the medical examiner was concerned;
but I think it is fairly true that these men were put back into as

good shape as they were when they had come in. And of course

they had undergone terrible emotional experiences. I will tell you
a story or two: there was one boy remember "The Ranger"? We
thought at first that he had deserted, and there was a general feel-

ing of disappointment with this guy this was during the ques-

tioning examination. It was a stigma, we felt each person pri-

vately who was listening to him; we talked about it among our-

selves just afterward. And it turned out that this guy had been

sent back to the hospital wounded, and hadn't run away from the

lines, but had run away from the hospital to join his buddies.

That's pretty fine stuff.

But we tried scrupulously to avoid any suggestion that these

men had been rendered the way they were simply by their ex-

perience in battle, and that now they were completely cured. But

they were put back on their legs again which was a wonder and

a miracle, so far as I was concerned.

HUGHES: There is a qualifying phrase in the commentary that cer-

tain types are more susceptible to treatment by hypnosis.
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HUSTON: Yes. If you are acquainted with any of the Freudian con-

cepts, why you know: we reached a trauma. Certainly you can't

expect to reach an original trauma, the original cause of neurosis

in any six weeks' time. That's a matter of years, and it's not done

by hypnosis or sodium-pentathol or -amytol, or any of those drugs,
in a few sessions.

HUGHES: Do you think most of these men were sick before thejr

went into the army?
HUSTON: I wouldn't say most of the men, but I would say that a

number of the men were constitutionally (I'm speaking of their

emotional constitutions) susceptible. They weren't ill; but rather

just as some of us don't get diphtheria or small pox because we
have been inoculated and have the antibodies in us; and some
do because we haven't.

HUGHES: How did you feel about the banning then, and how do you
feel about it today?

HUSTON: Well, I was shocked, then. Because it seemed to me to be a

wonderfully hopeful and even inspiring film. And I take no credit

for all this, because all I did was to stand by and tell the camera-

men when to grind, and later put the thing together.
HUGHES: Why was it banned?

HUSTON: It was banned because, I believe, because the War Depart-
ment felt it was too strong medicine. This is only my opinion, but
it's the only opinion that stands up under scrutiny.

HARRIS: What part of it? Certainly not the joyous recovery part.

HUSTON: Well, the fact that war can do such things to people's emo-

tions and nerves.

HUGHES: You edited the film? And you fought for its release?

HUSTON: Yes.

HUGHES: And what happened?
HUSTON: Well, the final decision ... Of course they didn't consult

me when they came to making their decisions; I was by that time

finally a major. It was decided by the policy department. The film

was "unsuitable." They said that they felt it was unfair to the

patients, to the men. In that case, I could see no justification for

the film ever having been made at all. The original purpose, you
know, was stated by the same people. Their argument is rather

a paradox.
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HUGHES: But you did have releases, permissions, from each of the

patients in the film.

HUSTON: Yes, and the War Department decided that they would pay
no attention to any releases. And then the releases themselves be-

came "mislaid" there, or lost in the shuffle at the Pentagon.
HUGHES: You are quite concerned then, if not in freeing Let There

Be Light for general circulation, at least about preserving it, for

there is some fear that the negative may rot away, if it hasn't been

destroyed already, that there will be no printing materials for

this film, that it will be lost forever.

HUSTON: You know about the occasion at the Museum of Modern

Art, don't you? Well, they had wanted very much to see the film

at the Museum. So I asked permission of Army Public Relations to

let it go out so that a few of my friends might see it. I obtained per-

mission, and the film was delivered to them. MPs arrived as the

audience was gathered, and the MPs seized the film and took it

back directly before its showing. Right before the film was to be

turned on.

ANDERSON: How long an interval was there between the time they

okayed it and the time that they seized it?

HUSTON: A few days. And then a decision was finally made; some-

body remembered, "Christ, they are going to show it this after-

noon at the Museum of Modern Art."

HUGHES: Do you know what's been done in order to try to free the

film or at least save it? Or what can be done now?

HUSTON: I forget his name, but someone undertook this as a holy

mission, an exhibitor who somehow saw the film while he was in

the War Department in a civilian capacity. He had theaters in

New York, I believe; and he just devoted months to trying to

pry it loose.7

HUGHES: Earlier, we spoke of the situation now. You mentioned that

7. This is Arthur Mayer who, with Joseph Burstyn, was to be the

importer-distributor of Open City and many other distinguished films

from abroad. In the case of another then unavailable government film,

Hymn of the Nations (with Toscanini, directed by Alexander Hammid),
Mr. Mayer succeeded in persuading the authorities to let him release it

here, gratis. The story of his attempt to free Let There Be Light must be

told.
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you thought Nelson Rockefeller might be able to save it for the

Museum.
HUSTON: I think Rockefeller is one of the few men with any political

standing now who has, you know, an aesthetic judgment and ap-

preciation; and it is just barely possible that he might be able to

do something about it.

HUGHES: You haven't made any films dealing with war since, other

than The Red Badge of Courage. Did your experience with Red

Badge have anything to do with your not dealing with war in any
other film since?

HUSTON: No, I made a picture of The Red Badge because it was
about the Civil War. I felt as though I had my crack at World
War II, and if I didn't come out with a picture from that very

large production, why I'd better lay off. And so I don't think even

now I'd want to do a picture about World War II,

HUGHES: How about World War III?

HUSTON: I'd like to do a picture about it.

HUGHES: What kind of picture?
HUSTON (in a cowboy drawl): Anti-war. (Laughter.)

HUGHES: This, as opposed to San Pietro and Let There Be Light,
would be anti-war?

HUSTON: Yes.

HARRIS: A pacifist picture?
HUSTON: Yes.

HARRIS: You're a pacifist now?
HUSTON: Yes, about World War III, I am. The atom bomb changed
my thinking. I think it is all right for soldiers to go out and get
killed even if they don't want to but when it comes to destroy-

ing flora as well as fauna, why then I am against war. You don't

start fighting with knives if you are on a pneumatic raft. When it

gets to the point that weapons are so devastating that they
threaten existence itself not just the life of a soldier, but human
existence then you'd better start thinking in other terms.

HARRIS: Have you thought specifically about making an anti-World-

War-III film?

HUSTON: I think that probably everything I do is colored this way. I

couldn't do a love scene about a summertime boy and girl in a

swing without its being in some way affected by this.
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HARRIS: From what you said before, I understand that you think

that if only hydrogen and atomic bombs plus bacteriological war-

fare could be outlawed, you could condone another war I don't

mean condone but it would then be put back into . . .

HUSTON: Back into human focus. I am all for buying tickets and

going to see Patterson and the Swede knock the be-Jesus out of

each other; and then, to go on to the next step, if people dislike

each other enough why by all means, let them cut each other up.
HUGHES: Norman Mailer remarked at a civil defense protest re-

cently that it wasn't that he didn't believe in war just that he

believes in wars that are fought with knives and broken bottles.

It's this other kind that ...
HUSTON: If anybody feels like, you know, getting a small force to-

gether and marching on Russia with bayonets and muzzle-loading

rifles, I'll be only too glad to join them. . . .

HUGHES: If it will stop at that?

HUSTON: . . . But I don't want that other.

HARRIS: How do you feel about these nuclear submarines, the ones

that are designed specifically to fire nuclear war heads?8

HUSTON: I think anything that's designed to fire nuclear war heads is

an atrocity. It is a sin not only against humanity, but against life

itself.

After the recorder had been turned off, and while we were packing
it up, Mr. Huston began chatting with Earl Wilson, describing the

Lysistrata project, the script for which is being worked on by
Charles Kaufman, who also wrote the scenario for Huston's Freud.

Mr. Huston believes that Anna Magnani should play Lysistrata,

and that the rest of the women should be chosen from among "all the

luscious pieces of fruit in the world": Marilyn Monroe, Gina Lollo-

brigida, etc. We told him we thought this sounded wild and wonder-

ful. And we thanked him and left, hoping that he would get onto

his Lysistrata soon (after The Misfits and Montezuma and Freud

and all) ,
and wondering if Nelson Rockefeller were the man to save

the film Let There Be Light.

8. Mr. Harris, who won the Academy Award for his documentary Sea-

wards the Great Ships, also produced a reportage of pacifist protest at

the Electric Boat Works, Groton, Conn., called Polaris Action.



LIVING WITH "NEIGHBOURS"
An interview with NORMAN McLAREN

Guy L. Cot6

Scottish-born Norman McLaren has now been at the National

Film Board of Canada for almost twenty years. His works, always

highly experimental, and often no more than three minutes in

length, have earned this shy, diffident fantasist perhaps more festi-

val awards than any other filmmaker; that he is working, subsidized

and free, is a credit to all those who have helped to keep him from

the world of the Commercial.

Most of his films Begone Diitt Care, Blinkity Blank, etc. have

been explorations and extensions of a realm opened up by Len Lye:
the "direct" film, in which the filmmaker paints, or scratches, on
celluloid. "Pixillation," and Neighbours, is something else. For those

who have not seen the film, here is a brief description from an

article by Germaine Warkentin, published in the Toronto little mag-
azine The Tamarack Review, Autumn, 1957:

Neighbours is about two men living side by side in suburban comfort

who quarrel over the ownership of a flower that grows between their

two properties, and in their fury eventually kill their wives and children,

each other, and then the flower itself. Typically, the film nine minutes

long and without dialogue employs a technical stunt of obvious sim-

plicity yet powerful effect: the animation of people rather than drawings.
... Its bloodshed terminates with the gentle adjuration, flashed across

the screen in a dozen languages: "Love Your Neighbour."

There is more to it than that; and some of it is suggested in this

conversation between Mr. McLaren and his friend, Guy Cot6. Ed.
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COTE: There has probably been more public controversy about

Neighbours than about any other film you have made. One as-

pect which has caused a lot of comment is the frame-by-frame ani-

mation you used on human beings. When did you first experiment
with this technique?

MCLAREN: I made some fragmentary tests in 1945 with Rene

Jodoin; then in 1950 I did some more with Grant Monro, out on

a farm near Ottawa. We called it pixillation. We were going to

make a film using square dance music, evolving it as we went

along, but the idea collapsed.

COTE: I recall seeing other tests, with the whole animation depart-
ment stepping into a garbage can and disappearing inside.

MCLAREN: Yes. Then in 1951 I went to a film festival at Bacharach-

on-the-Rhine, where I saw Hans Richter's Vormittagsspuk.
1 Some

moments in that excited me about various possibilities of using

stop-motion with live actors.

COTE: You had just returned from China?

MCLAREN: Late in 1949 I had interrupted my work at the Film

Board, on an invitation from UNESCO. Their Fundamental Edu-

cation Department in Paris had written me at short notice to say
that they had a project going in West China, a pilot project for

audio-visual aids, mainly concerned with the production of film

strips and posters and, to a much lesser extent, maybe the ani-

mated film. I remember being intrigued by some of the Chinese

puppets, and possibly they too helped to spark my interest in stop-

motion technique with live actors.

COTE: Were you in any part of China where they were still fighting?

MCLAREN: I didn't witness any actual fighting, but two or three

months after I arrived in China, our village was peacefully taken

over by the Communists. The changeover was a little bit like a

Kermesse Hlroique situation: it was done with tact and diplomacy,

and there were no killings in the town.

COT: So Neighbours wasn't born out of firsthand experience with

violence?

MCLAREN: No. The only firsthand experience I have had with war

came when I was a newsreel cameraman in Spain during the

i. Known in the U.S. as Ghosts Before Breakfast (1927).



38 I Film: Book 2

Spanish Civil War. I was there just two or three weeks, when

Madrid was being attacked. But it was an experience of war

which burnt itself into my mind, seeing Hitler's Nazi bombing,

seeing the destruction of life.

When I got back to Canada from China, we started making the

pixillation tests miscellaneous tests, without any guiding thought

trying out various techniques and letting ideas pop up at will.

In the course of these tests we soon started doing a
fight. I

began to realize the possibilities of this technique for a fight sit-

uation, and little by little in about two weeks time the skeletal

idea for Neighbours popped up.

I'm quite sure, by the way it happened, that it was in my mind

subconsciously. I wasn't aware of it when I first returned, but

it was brought to the surface by the state of affairs; what with

war going on in Korea and my feeling for both sides of the struggle,

I wanted to do something, to say something about war. I knew

as soon as we saw the initial tests of the fight on the screen that

this next film would involve a
fight. And two or three days later

the idea came for a situation where two guys start off amicably
and little by little begin to disagree, dispute, argue, fight and

worse perhaps. I didn't know how it would end. But that was

enough, I felt, to start shooting.
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COT: So, after a few more tests, you launched into production of

Neighbours. Wasn't this the first time you really used the human

being in your films ?

MCLAREN: Yes, except in a straight documentary way. Before the

war, I made a couple of documentaries for the GPO in which
human beings were incidental to a process.

But really it was no particular experience in China; it was the

total experience, the pressure generated. I wanted to do some-

thing, to say something: how I felt about the war and about the

necessity for preventing the deterioration of human relationships

particularly as a result of violence. If I hadn't been interested

in using this stop-motion live actor technique at this same time, I

don't know how it would have come out.

COTE: What were the major steps in the making of Neighbours? Did

you work out your script fairly completely before you started?

MCLAREN: No, there was no script. Nothing was ever written down
on paper, not even a one- or two-sentence summary of the con-

tent of the film. As soon as we looked at the tests and realized that

this technique was very good for a fight, and as soon as the idea

of the situation was clear two people whose relationship grad-

ually deteriorates we decided to go ahead and make it then

and there.

We felt it was important to keep the shooting crew very small.

What we would save that way in expenses, equipment, and number
of people involved, we could spend in more shooting time. Having
no script, we didn't know how long it would take. We didn't want

to tie up an indoor studio, and so we selected an open-air site

near the Film Board, which took only five minutes to drive to

each day. This was in Ottawa, at Rockliffe Park. . . .

COT : You say "We" . . .

MCLAREN: Grant, Jean-Paul, Wolf Koenig and myself.
2 We formed

a team of four very early, before the shooting started. Grant pre-

2. Wolf Koenig was the cameraman on Neighbours; he collaborated with

Colin Low on Corral and City of Gold; he was chief animator on The
Romance of Transportation; more recently he was with Terence Mc-

Cartney-Filgate, co-producer of the documentary "Candid-Eye" series.

Grant Monro left the NFB in 1956 to work in animation in England,
with George During. Jean-Paul Ladouceur is now a television executive

with CBC.
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pared the necessary backgrounds, the others prepared the props
and assembled things. The idea was to start the film and shoot

in natural sequence. We shot in i6mm. to cut costs and so give

us more time for' shooting. We selected color: there was going to

be speeded-up action and moments of very fast
cutting, and I

think it's possible to sort out an image more quickly, grasp it

sooner in color than black and white, especially if the image is at

all complex and the movement fast. Also, we chose color in order

to make the thing more palatable generally, and easier to dis-

tribute.

COTE: When you had the houses built, which are seen behind the two

antagonists, did you at that time envisage using the women and

children scene?

MCLAREN: No. They aren't seen until later in the film, when each

antagonist knocks down the house of the other.

COTE: So you thought of the women during the course of shooting?
MCLAREN: Yes. It occurred to us when we read about so much

destruction of civilian life in the Korean War. I felt this aspect

of war should be referred to somehow that innocent people often

suffer the most from war. Of course, the scene does seem a little

dragged in. If I had thought of it at the outset, perhaps I could
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have referred to each man's wife and family from the start. I re-

member I had many doubts about putting the women and chil-

dren scene into the film so unexpectedly.
COTE: Because of the simplicity of the rest?

MCLAREN: Yes, doubts on stylistic or formal grounds. It disrupted the

unity and simplicity of the film, but I felt it was worth giving up
that unity because I wanted to arouse people to the horror of

war. And I was afraid that the whole thing might, because of the

trick-work in the film, not be taken too seriously.

COTE: Why did you use trick-work, then?

MCLAREN: Because if the film had been entirely naturalistic, the

whole development of the plot could not have been condensed into

less than ten minutes. Naturalistic violence probably would have

been revolting rather than truly horrifying. A parable needs a

special language.

During the shooting it was difficult to assess whether this special

language would work. We screened the rushes when they came
back from development, about a week or two after they were shot,

but we didn't do any editing during shooting. We just had to

guess whether what we were doing was right or not. It might
run the risk two-thirds of the way through the film of looking

stagey and artificial. I felt that the inclusion of the women and

children scene would prevent people from seeing the whole film

as a comedy.
COTE: This was your first stop-motion film with live actors. You
must have become more adept at the pixillation technique as you

progressed. Do you feel that the last half of the film utilizes this

technique more successfully than the first half?

MCLAREN: No, I don't think so. Soon after we started, we realized

the value of always considering the shooting speed as a variable

which could be adapted to the needs of the content of each shot.

I remember for instance having a discussion before we shot the

scene of the men sitting in their chairs turning and looking around

at the flower and then getting up and walking to the flower and

smelling it: should it be sixteen frames a second, twelve or eight?

Too slow would be boring, too fast would be comical. And so pos-

sibilities of that kind began to reveal themselves. You see, switch-

ing the acting speed or the shooting speed produces two somewhat

different results; and this had never occurred to us before.
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COTE: What technical problems did you encounter?

MCLAREN: Our biggest technical trouble was the fluctuating weather,
because some scenes had to be very extended scenes like the in-

troduction of the fence. To make a change in the props between
one frame and the next often took thirty seconds or more. Mean-
while the actors had to maintain their position. It was a terrible

strain on them. And if a cloud came over just at the moment when
an actor was balancing on one foot, we had to run in and prop him

up. We devised wooden props to keep him in position. Also, we
were troubled by a big friendly dog that came around and got into

the scene.

COTE: How far along were you when you decided on the ending for

Neighbours?
MCLAREN: We were more than half way through before we became

certain that it was going to end in death. And even then, we really
had no concrete thoughts of how the death would be visualized.

The idea of the graves and the fence around the graves seemed to

develop as we were working on the preceding scenes.

COTE: And the two flowers emerged naturally out of the situation.

MCLAREN: Yes. Usually we were so busy thinking what to do next
that we didn't think beyond that. But I know that three-quarters
of the way through during the violence, when it began to be real

violence we had two alternative shootings which diverged. We
shot them in such a way that then they came back to the same

point, and we had the choice of using one or the other once we

got the thing edited together.
COT: How long were you shooting?
MCLAREN: We started in summer 1951 and finished when the weather
was so cold we could scarcely operate; the leaves were falling off

the trees and spoiling our continuity. We had to go with a broom
and sweep them off the lawn each morning.
We edited Neighbours during the winter of 1951-52. We as-

sembled all our best takes in rough order and cut that down to

some sort of shape. We were amazed to find that the whole

sequence of violence, three-quarters of the way through the film,
was much too long. The problems and defects of improvising dur-

ing shooting became very apparent during the editing.
8

3. McLaren has never really had a detailed script for any of the films
he has made at NFB.
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COTE: When did you decide to use synthetic music for the sound-

track?

MCLAREN: When I began shooting the picture. I remember in the

opening scenes being careful to make the actions fit into metrical

lengths: the time when the men start up from their chairs in sur-

prise, their turning-round motion, and their getting-up motion each

fell into lengths of 20, 40, or 80 frames.

Looking back on it now, I have a lot of reservations about the

music. I don't think it is very effective for people in certain

regions of the world. I feel the sound track should be much

simpler and clearer and less cluttered musically. If I were doing
it now, I would approach it more simply.

COTE: But you don't have that same reservation about the picture?
MCLAREN: I've never thought about it thoroughly. I know there are

many things we were unhappy about after we finished the film,

but we couldn't wait another year to reshoot it. So we had to let

things go, things that were very rough technically. We figured the

over-all idea would get across.

COTE: The film was finished in July 1952. I remember it was offered

for theatrical distribution in Canada before it began to win

prizes certainly before it won the Academy Award. The approach
and reaction were quite different before and after the "Oscar." Do
you recall what happened?

MCLAREN: I was in India when it got that award, and I didn't even

know the film had been submitted. I wasn't sure what an Academy
Award was, or that there was a Hollywood prize for this kind of

film.

COTE: As I recall, the film was shown to theater bookers and they

said, "No, we don't think it's a film that will be shown very widely
because of the very strange way it is made; and it will never be
liked by the public," and they turned it down. A couple of months
later it won an Academy Award, and so they couldn't do anything
else but book it. It was a Canadian film. It was shown at the Capi-
tol Theater hi Ottawa, and it was advertised as "the Canadian
film that got the Academy Award." One or two people, as often

happens, came to the manager and said, "We don't understand

what's going on," and "We don't like this film," and the manager
withdrew it. All in all, Neighbours obtained only 90 commercial

bookings in its seven years of release in Canada, whereas a Film
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Board theatrical documentary may get as many as 600 to 700
Canadian bookings during its career.

Have you often attended public screenings of Neighbours?
MCLAREN: Very seldom, but I took a print to India with me and

showed it there. I was in the province of Mysore on another

fundamental education project. They have film screenings in the

villages there, and it is always a problem to get satisfactory
films. The screenings are held in the evenings, after the peasants
have finished their hard day's work. They need a program that is

neither wholly didactic nor merely entertainment.

Once or twice we ran Neighbours at these screenings, and the

social education workers thought highly of the film. They said,

"That's a useful film. It's good for us here in the villages because

quite frequently two families will get into a dispute over who owns

a tiny strip of land, and a feud develops. From time to time

people get killed just over this little strip of land. So it is very
useful to help show up this problem, and perhaps help prevent it."

COTE: There is a story that several years ago the film was used by
a UN officer to settle an African tribal dispute.

MCLAREN: Yes, the titles were translated into a number of Central

African languages belonging to adjacent hostile tribes.

COTE: Do you recall how it happened that most of the American

prints were reduced in length?
MCLAREN: The NFB's American non-theatrical distributor, in Chi-

cago, asked us to cut out the mother and child sequence, saying
that it was very important since it would permit wider distribution

in schools. I said, "Go ahead and do it, and send us a print for

approval." So a print came up a chopped-down release print
and I was surprised that I didn't notice the absence of the scene.

The music was going so fast it was in the same key at that part
of the cut; and he had managed to figure out a point in the action

that worked very well. So I gave my approval.
COTE: Then you are not particularly unhappy about the removal of

the mother and child sequence?
MCLAREN: No. Its removal has permitted the film to be more widely

shown, and I think it makes its point without it. From a stylistic
and formal point of view, the cut improves the film, even though
it robs it of some of its force.



Three on Target / 45

COTE: Then those who are upset over the removal of this sequence
are concerned about something which the author himself approved?

MCLAREN: Yes.

COTE: I understand that there was considerable surprise in Cannes

when, at a retrospective of your work, they screened a print with-

out the mother and child sequence. What do you think of the argu-
ment that the removal of this scene eliminates the crucial analogy
with modern warfare in its slaughter of the innocents; that with-

out this scene that particularly telling horror is gone, that a spec-

tator can simply go away from the film saying, "Well, it's so true:

men fight. That's human nature. That's the way it's always been.

Nothing can be done about it."?
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MCLAREN: Neighbours is about how personal selfishness and posses-
siveness lead to warfare. My intention was not to make a statement

about the slaughter of the innocents. If people go away feeling,

"Well, that's human nature; nothing can be done about it," then

the film has failed to make its point about loving your neighbor.
The addition of the mother and child sequence will not bring about

any solution of a more positive kind.

I have come to the conclusion that the version without the

sequence is better, and have suggested that only that version be

preserved. In other words, that we switch all printing materials

to the version without the mothers and children.4

COT: Once these words are printed, three or four archivists will

surely write in for preservation copies of the original version!

MCLAREN: Well, on several of my films I've changed my mind after

completing the film; and sometimes Fve gone and re-changed my
change of mind. The middle sequence of Begone Dull Care

originally had a black background, and I switched it to a blue;
then a year or two later I saw both versions, and preferred the

original black. So I altered the printing materials back to what

they had been.

Perhaps I should be protected from my changes of mind after

I've stopped work on a film.

COT: What links do you feel as a filmmaker should exist be-

tween you and your audience?

MCLAREN: Your question is very general, and in one way the link

you talk about is the film itself. In practice, I've not very often

watched the reaction of various audiences to my films, but I've al-

ways had in the back of my mind that the non-theatrical audience

is more important, because the film goes to particular groups who
are interested, people who usually come with much greater atten-

tion and interest. I feel that nothing but good can come of greater
contact between the filmmaker and the typical audiences who see

his film. Lack of contact is dangerous for a filmmaker.

cox4: Neighbours has a very specific point to make, and tries to

communicate a real sense of urgency about its theme. Do you not
feel the need to learn from the experiences of seeing the actual

reactions of audiences to find out at firsthand what works, what
doesn't work, and why?
4. The sequence consists of only two shots totaling about fifteen seconds
duration: the original shots have heen
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MCLAREN: Yes, this would be of help, up to a point. For instance in

screening Neighbours for that audience of Indian villagers, I in-

stantly knew that the music wasn't right for them. It was a great
distraction. I saw that they were having difficulty in grasping what
was going on. It took them all their energy to follow, because the

action was very fast and jerky; and they were not used to seeing
such visuals. In a flash I realized the music should have been

written much more simply, not so trickily.

But in the final analysis, a filmmaker has to rely on his own inner

judgment, because you can go around from audience to audience,

getting different and often contradictory reactions.

COTE: Have you ever wondered why it is that Neighbours is your only
film with "sociological" content? Is Neighbours a special case be-

cause of this? Or would you say of some of your other films that

they also analyze and comment on human behavior . . . but in an

abstract sense?

MCLAREN: About the only other film which shows human behavior is

Chairy Tale. It involves a generalized human situation, makes a

comment on the behavior of one human being to another, although
the other human being is a chair.

It's with regret that I've found I've been doing no more films

like Neighbours. I've been turning more to abstract films. I think

the reason for this is largely the environment in which I find my-
self, the experiences which I go through in daily life over a long

period, which start adding up and pushing me in a certain direc-

tion. After a year in China, the total effect of that experience
added to the experience of coming back to such a sharp contrast

here forced me into making Neighbours. But then I slipped back

into a daily routine of work, mainly concerned with film tech-

niques. Also, I'm not moving around and meeting people except
other filmmakers. I do read the papers, but that's very second-

hand information, and there's no substitute for direct contact with

a situation if you want to make a film about it.

COTE: Yes, this is a very basic thing for any creative artist. But

everyone will not agree with you about the absolute necessity for

an artist to reflect in his work an explicit social awareness of the

world around him.

MCLAREN: I feel it's quite wrong for an artist to do so if he has no

motivation. He has literally to burn with desire to do something
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in that direction; otherwise the results will be very weak. I feel

somewhere I too have this strong desire, but it is very covered over.

And why is it so hidden? so difficult to get out? Partly because

of all the distractions and the smoothnesses in the kind of life T

live here in this continent and in this town.

I feel that, like any other artist, a filmmaker has to stop making
films once in a while and get out and experience things. He must

keep in contact with the world around him, if he is going to make
films about that world. I've been making films about lines and

dots, and it's not the world around me, it's the world inside me.

COTE: Is not the world inside you the proper concern of the artist?

MCLAREN: Yes, I agree with you that it is a perfectly legitimate and

proper activity of the artist to be making things, conjured from

his imagination, that add to the enrichment and enjoyment of life.

But perhaps it is more important at the moment for a creative

artist to turn his mind to the problems that are menacing our

contemporary society, if he is at all inclined by instinct and

temperament to do so. At a time when our whole civilization is in

danger of being destroyed, we are perhaps fiddling away our en-

ergy on a host of pretty and beautiful things which the world has

a surfeit of already. Should I not be turning to something that

would help promote a stronger public awareness of the danger of

war?

COTE: Do you have any plans to make a film in the next year or so

which would have the same direct link with reality as Neighbours?
MCLAREN: Yes, I do. But I don't want to speak about it now, be-

cause I might say a lot of things, and then do something quite
different. But I can say that I feel very keenly about the social

responsibility of the artist, and that I am quite convinced that this

is what I should do.



"HIROSHIMA MON AMOUR"
A Composite Interview with ALAIN RESNAIS

Legend has it that you started making films at a very early age.

RESNAIS: I was thirteen. Unfortunately, I started off on the wrong
foot. I was shooting a version of Fantomas and, since my per-

formers were all children, I figured that if I brought the camera

closer they would seem more like adults. The film was shown

and it just didn't work out. I was desolate and the actors

were disappointed. At the time there was nothing extraordinary

in shooting a film in 8mm., but using actors was quite a novelty.

I never considered cinema as a profession; at first, it seemed

to me like a hobby, something to relax with after a day's work.

Even now, I still have the feeling of pursuing a hobby. If a

film is to be of interest to me, it must have something experi-

mental in it Gauguin was lacking in experiment, and that's

why it's a bad film.

One thing is certain: I have never let cinema come first in

my life. You have seen how few films I have made; it's not

an accident. I do not like to sacrifice an evening to work, it

doesn't seem normal to me.

And yet Marguerite Duras says that you were possessed by your
film.

RESNAIS: Yes, once I start shooting I find it impossible to get

away from it. But once it's finished, I don't feel like jumping
into another film as other directors, who feel they have urgent
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things to say, often do. I make films when I'm broke. All my
movies have been commissioned, and I have always felt like

making a totally different kind of film than the one they wanted.

I'd rather do editing, which is less absorbing.

Why did you have to wait so long to shoot a feature-length film?

Were there no offers?

RESNAIS: For quite a long time, it's been a rule that a maker of

shorts could not do a feature.1 I had an offer to shoot La Tete

Contre les Murs? but after Nuit et Brouittard and Toute la

M&motre du Monde I was afraid to lock myself up in an in-

sane asylum, another closed universe; it was becoming an ob-

session always walls, always a prison.

What basic idea led you to make Hiroshima Mon Amour?

RESNAIS: It would be pretentious to talk of ideas at the very start.

There were mainly a series of accidents. You could even say
that, in the beginning, there was no intention to make the film.

The producers of Argos and Como Films, M. Halfton and M.
Dauman, asked me to consider a feature-length documentary on
the atom bomb. For three or four months I researched the

atomic problem, read a number of books, met with a few

scientists; but, after three months, I had got nowhere, and I

decided to give up the project and do some other job. I realized

that the film I might make on the subject could only repeat al-

ready well-known ideas, sometimes quite well-expressed in other

documentaries on the atomic bomb. Also, such a film would
have been like a remake of Nuit et Brouittard. Why do it all

over again? It was while informing the producers of my de-

cision that I said, almost jokingly, "Of course, if someone like

Marguerite Duras would agree to work with me on such a proj-

ect, we could reconsider the problem from another angle. . . ."

I did not know Marguerite Duras, but I knew her work well

1. A "rule" now being broken regularly in England and America as well:

Karel Reisz, Shirley Clarke and, at last, Lindsay Anderson. Ed.
2. La T&te Contre les Murs, still not distributed in the U.S., was the first

feature of another distinguished short-film maker, Georges Franju. Ed.
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and had even considered making a i6mm. film from her last

novel, Moderate Cantabile?

I explained to her why a film on that subject could not be made,
but I asked her if she would be interested in writing a love story
with a background of anxiety, without having the main characters

directly concerned with the problem.
4 Don't you think that in real

life we often live as if we were beyond problems?
We agreed that we would attempt an experiment in film by not

having the characters directly participate in the tragic action but

rather remember it, react to it. I asked her to write a story, in the

style of a recitative, in which the past would not be manifested

through real flashbacks but would remain present throughout the

story: a love story within a framework of other people's suffering;

two characters whose memories are always present in their actions.

The entire film then was to be built on contradiction. That
of forgetfulness, at once essential and terrifying; the con-

tradiction of such a singular story against stich a collective

backdrop; of war which can both separate and reunite people;

3. Several of Resnais' first films were made in i6mm. "I was trained

as an editor and one could almost say I came to be a director be-

cause I couldn't always find editing work. This was also training
as a cameraman, for basically the problems of optics and lighting are

the same in i6mm. as in 35." Moderate Cantabile was of course made
(1960), in 35mm., by Englishman Peter Brook. Mme. Duras had been

less fortunate in the one film adaptation of her work prior to Hiroshima,

Barrage Centre le Pacifiqtte, made by Rene" Clement, and shown in the

U.S. as This Angry Age. Ed.

4. "Thanks to Resnais, I saw that something new could be done in

Hiroshima. He explained at length that nothing would be 'given,' that a

certain halo would crown every gesture, every word, with something
more than its literal meaning; that the film's over-all design should pre-
clude the depiction of horror by horror, since this had been done thor-

oughly by the Japanese themselves, but that it was necessary to raise this

horror from the ashes while preserving a sense of implacable eternity.

"So we tried to have Hiroshima reborn in a love story. We hoped it

would be special and arresting and rather more believable than stories

happening in parts of the world other than this death-consecrated spot.
We tried to have two human beings, as remote in every way one from the

other as possible, meet on the common ground of Hiroshima where

eroticism, love, and misfortune might appear in a universal, a more truth-

ful sense than anywhere else." Marguerite Duras.
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of the characters themselves, composing their gestures on a

plane of lyrical recitative, but trying to retain their fundamental

truth appearing authentic or mythic, according to the lines

or the scenes.

The producers were very courageous to risk such an undertaking.

The two characters of your film are known to us through their

love rather than through their names, social standing, or profes-
sions. Were you trying to confer a certain universal quality to

the theme of man faced with love and in conflict with reason:

could the men have been other than German and Japanese?

RESNAIS: We tried to generalize by making a film on love with a

capital L. It was not essential that the male characters should

be Japanese or German, but in Hiroshima it's quite natural to

find a Japanese 1
5

As for the German, I asked Duras to establish a situation re-

taining the 194344 period: we chose this simple soldier, not

an officer as some critics wrongly remarked. It seemed to us the

best way to embody the clumsy revolt of this young girl of 17,

stifling in her provincial milieu. Furthermore, we had quite
some trouble trying to keep the second story jin its place within

the film. Indeed, Duras went so far in her zeal as to write the

complete life story of the young girl and the German.6 We only
retained fragments which seemed to correspond to the emotional

state of the heroine in the tearoom sequence.

The main trait of the woman's character is its ambiguity. Like

other characters who develop and change, she has a secret; and

5. Japanese capital was involved, with the proviso that one of the stars

be Japanese. Ed.

6. These life stories and "subconscious continuity" are included in the ap-

pendices to Duras' text for the film, Hiroshima Mon Amour, Grove Press,

New York, 1960. Ed.

"Resnais is the only filmmaker who didn't tell me, 'You are not mak-

ing a movie; you lack film sense.' He constantly challenged me to do the

opposite, that is, to make literature and it was he who asked me to plan
this subconscious continuity on which we based our work. . . . Resnais

knew what he was after ; he challenged me, and I responded the way he

wanted me to. . ." Marguerite Duras.
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for the people around her, and for the public, this is difficult

to understand or to accept. For example, is this affair a matter

of love at first sight?

RESNAIS: It's chance that brings these two people together, and
chance plays a very big part in all individual fates. At the same

time, we must not forget that it is he who is accepted by the

heroine. The Japanese is not far from the truth when he asks

her: "Is that why you let me come to your room last night? Be-

cause it was your last day in Hiroshima?" She is not com-

pletely in good faith.

But she admits it herself! ("I lie and I tell the truth.") Isn't there

some sort of masochism in her lucidity?

KESNAIS: I don't doubt that her behavior shows a certain taste for

difficult, impossible things.
7 It's very likely that her love for a

simple German soldier partly stems from that. It was difficult.

She had to hide it. But the German also had to hide it.

The character of the German soldier is not important, he is

amply a symbol of first love. But at the time, this adolescent

girl was in revolt; and that explains why she was attracted to a

German, who embodied in her mind tie idea of defiance. Of
course you have to be very naive to see in this some sort of

criticism of the Liberation. Some spectators even thought we

deliberately chose a German and a Japanese, in order to symbol-
ize the old "Axis." This of course is ridiculous. As I said, we
wanted to make a film about love.

Why Nevers instead of Gu6ret or Roumantin?

KESNAIS: Because it's a beautiful name. More beautiful and

rather funny when pronounced by a Japanese. Also because

we knew that city.

Her love affair in Hiroshima is quite different, even when she

knows that it will be again interrupted. Only now there is no

opposition and she even allows herself to reflect on Nevers. At

the end of the film, she has accepted Nevers and even speaks of

7. Another line illustrates this, spoken on her return to the hotel at

night, "Fourteen years without tasting an impossible love . . . since

Nevers." -Ed.
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it with a certain nostalgia. "Nevers that I had forgotten, I

would like to see you again tonight." It is then that she realizes

she has aged. It could have happened somewhere else. We placed
it in Hiroshima because we were making a film about Hiroshima.

Is the contrast between Hiroshima and Nevers intentional?

RESNAIS: Definitely so. Besides, I worked with two different cam-

eramen: in Japan I had Takashi Michio; and in Nevers, Sacha

Vierny. The latter went as far as agreeing to shoot the Nevers

scenes without knowing the development of the Hiroshima se-

quence. In Nevers we used a telephoto lens to create that im-

pression of superimposed planes and false perspective; thus we
didn't have to use filters or glycerin. The narrow range of the

telephoto lens helped us to give the past that fragmentary

quality which belonged to a memory. Also, it was another way
to emphasize the brutal contrast between Hiroshima and

Nevers.

As to the Japanese sequence of the film, it is less polished but

maybe it was all right to retain this sketchy grabbed quality. . . .

In Nevers we tried to avoid precise detail. The images we ob-

tained by using deep focus appear almost to be in slow motion.

Have you noticed, for instance, that when the mother runs to-

ward her daughter, who is hiding behind a tree, she has a slow,

not ungraceful but strange way of doing so? Almost uncom-

fortable. The mood of the Occupation. That's what I wanted:

uncomfortable images.

What about those extraordinary traveling shots, which you use to

synthesize the relationship between the cities?

RESNAIS: But I love the street. I love to walk in streets. That too

is traveling, and then I often ride my bicycle through the streets.

How did you plan the shooting and how long did it take?

RESNAIS: Nothing special in that respect. We spent almost three

months in Japan and fourteen days in Nevers: we were actually

shooting about six weeks in all. We had previously rehearsed

the hotel room sequence. In Japan my crew was entirely Japa-

nese, with the exception of the producers, M. Halfton and M.
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Andr6-Fouett, and my script-girl, Sylvette Baudrot, whose con-

tribution to the film was very important. Thanks to this very

homogeneous crew we found great understanding and help in

Japan. We didn't have the slightest difficulty while shooting

there, and I can say that the Japanese technicians took the film

to their hearts. It was the same in Nevers.

For the sequence showing Hiroshima after the bombing, did you
use newsreel footage or did you have it reenacted?

RESNAIS: I used newsreels in the scenes that illustrate "I have

seen. . . ." For the rest, I used Japanese films that dealt with

the explosion. I have always wanted to quote films within film

as you find in literature.

In general, you seem surprised that people should see so much

planned composition where there was only natural, imperfect

grouping. Do you leave anything to chance in your films?

RESNAIS: Yes, as in all films, when you try to frame the image:
sometimes, when looking through the view finder you discover

that the reverse shot gives you a totally different idea, then you
should follow it. Chance has selected that image among 2,000
others. You must be always on the lookout.

Actors also introduce an element of chance.

RESNAIS: Of course. You ask an actor for a certain gesture and he

gives you another that seems to be the real one. Then you must

grab it.

Was the anti-war parade spontaneous?

RESNAIS: The one at the beginning of the film is real. The other is

not, and it shows, since there was not enough money to do it.

Hiroshima seems to say that the individual clashes with the so-

cial, not only in wartime, but in life in general. Isn't it symbolic
that both the Frenchwoman and the Japanese are jostled by
the anti-war demonstration?

RESNAIS: I don't like that word "symbolic" very much. You may
take it in that sense, but it wasn't done intentionally; it would
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seem too obvious. Let us say that there needn't be antagonism
between individual and social happiness. . . .

The structure of Hiroshima seems to differ from that of most films

where there is an introduction, then a crisis, and finally a de-

nouement. Your film, on the contrary, is the story of a crisis, a

separation that begins with the first shots and is realized in the

complete heartbreak of the end.

RESNAIS: I think that if we were to define the film by a diagram on

graph paper, the resulting form would be very dose to the sound

diagram of a quartet: themes, variations from the first move-

ment, repetitions which may become unbearable to those that

have not entered into the spirit of the film. The last movement

especially is a slow movement. A sort of decrescendo which lends

the film a triangular structure, like a funnel. . . . Obviously,
this is a dangerous structure. . . .

It is customary to put at the beginning of the last third a

change of pace that will keep the spectators from getting bored.

To this, we preferred a musical structure, conscious that we
were running the risk of boring the public. And as a matter of

fact some viewers have found the film soporific. But we took

the risk.

On the advice of the distributors and guiding myself by a

few intelligent comments, I tried to shorten the film for its

showing in the neighborhood houses and the provinces. Well, the

result was utter catastrophe. The picture seemed much longer
than before, bizarre, gratuitous, and just as boring.

You speak of "musical structure" as if music had great importance
to you.

RESNAIS: Enormous. In cutting a film I often start with one image
around which other dependent images flow, and the relation

between them is that of a musical composition. Even Toute la

Mimoire du Monde sprang from a few bars of a musical comedy
by Kurt Weill, Lady in the Dark. As a result, there were long

traveling shots separated by very brief ones. These great move-
ments of the camera also correspond to the baroque architec-

ture of the Bibliothfeque Nationale. Through music I was try-
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ing to achieve an operatic quality in rapport with the dialogue.
That's why Duras and I attach such importance to Fusco's

score.

It is really the first -film in which words and images are of equal

importance. Are your ideas completely in harmony with Mar-

guerite Duras' literary text for Hiroshima Mon Amour?

RESNAIS: I'm not too sure about my film being the first one to do

so. Certainly not if we consider Le Roman d'un Tricheur or Lettre

de Sibtrie* The excess of dialogue is intentional: it has some-

thing to do with the fact that I am an opera lover. I am aim-

ing at a certain kind of lyricism in the cinema. I have always
been a passionate fan of the American musical comedy and I

greatly admire the work of Busby Berkeley, Fred Astaire, Kelly,

Minnelli, Donen. I have seen Singin' in the Rain six times.

To me, in Hiroshima, the music of words is more important
than their sense. Later you can try to divine their inner mean-

ing. For me, it's just a way to remain faithful to surrealism and

automatic writing.

By the way, what does the heroine do after the film is over?

RESNAIS: I do not know. Maybe she misses her plane . . . yes, she

surely misses it. It's broad daylight and she does not hurry.

But the affair will last at the most fifteen days. Their story is

irrelevant. What matters is that it will be a new character who
returns to France.9

The final version of the film has been subject to many interpreta-

tions: certain people see in it a film against war, others the story

of a woman thwarted in her love by national prejudices. Didn't

you rather try to show simultaneously the collective horror of

a useless war and the individuality of a love without frontiers?

8. Sacha Guitry's film The Story of a Cheat (1936); the short film

Letter from Siberia (1958), not yet seen in the U.S., is the work of Chris

Marker.

9. In a Cahiers du Clnima round table discussion on Hiroshima Jean-

Luc Godard remarked that he will believe Duras and Resnais on their

often quoted remark ("She goes and she goes for good.") "when they

make another film which proves it to me." Ed.



58 / Film: Book 2

RESNAIS: Everything you say is true. Since there are so many
contradictions in our film, all the interpretations that you men-
tion are, in their own way, valid. We chose to give the whole

a many-faced character, preferring this parallel action to a more

profound exploration of one well-defined theme. I don't believe

it to be necessary to define a character or a situation. In life, as

in the cinema, a character is never totally sympathetic or anti-

pathetic.
Then too I don't believe in films that emphasize each in-

tention several times. In Hiroshima the man says "I'm in

politics," without further explanation. I asked my friends their

opinion, and they answered that it was clear to them that the

man was a Leftist. It becomes apparent then that when he slaps
the woman, he does so out of jealousy for her other love, trying
to break the hypnotic spell she is in, but also because the whole

story disgusts him.

Now our film evokes war and is, of course, against it. No great
merit in that. You must not read into the line, "It will come

again," an assertion but rather an expression of certain feelings
that the spectator is expected to share: for instance, anguish at

the possibility of another war. The images and dialogue of the

beginning have no other purpose than to provoke emotional

reactions: that doesn't make them a thesis or a prophecy.
I was startled to read that certain people try to compare the

bomb explosion with the drama of Nevers as if the one were

intended as the equivalent of the other. It's not at all like that.

On the contrary, we oppose the immense, fantastically enor-

mous quality of Hiroshima and the little story of Nevers, re-

flected through Hiroshima as the light of a candle is magni-
fied and reversed by a lens. The explosion of the bomb over

Hiroshima is a gigantic event and it cannot be measured in

relation to the case of this woman and her love affair. That is

the whole problem.
For the spectator who watches from the outside, the "impor-

tant" thing is the shock of Hiroshima. Of course, if you choose

to identify with the heroine, the problem is something else; but
that is not what we wanted to express.
The moment when she is slapped and, in a more general way,
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the ending of the film, were meant to put her story in its proper

perspective ... "a three-penny romance."

Hiroshima has been much more successful than it was expected
to be.

RESNAIS: Yes, everywhere but Japan. It was especially well-re-

ceived in Italy, South America, Belgium, England ... it was
shown in the original version in Japan. I believe it was well-re-

ceived, at least in intellectual circles.

All your work, especially Hiroshima Mon Amour, seems to be im-

bued with the theme of oblivion, the horror of forgetting, man-
kind's failure to remember. . . . What is it that drives you to ex-

plore this theme again and again?

RESNAIS: I have never had any intention of devoting myself to it*

The theme is often found in literary works, and in the plastic arts.

Your films are resolutely agnostic.

RESNAIS: True enough. But I don't deny the hereafter. It's simply
beyond me; and I'd rather deal with what can be changed. I don't

consider mysticism a thing of the past; it simply isn't part of my
universe. Bergman, for instance, whom I admire very much, bases

much of his work on a certain number of metaphysical themes,
which seem natural to him and which I respect. What I regret
is his attitude of resignation in regard to the world's evolution. He
seems to say that it is better to let things work out by themselves.

My intention, on the contrary, is to provoke in the spectator a

change, no matter how small or remote. If, fifteen days after see-

ing one of my films, he experiences a new type of reaction toward

something that might or might not be connected with the film's

subject, then I have succeeded.

Do you believe cinema to be essentially realistic?

RESNAIS: I'm not certain. There are always two schools: realism and

fantasy. From the beginning there has been the school of M61tes
and that of Lumiere, and so to this day.

For example, the opening of Hiroshima is not only a representa-
tion of the couple but also a poetic image. The ash-covered bodies
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are not a reference to a factual reality but rather to an idea. The

narration is close to the quality of early morning, half-asleep con-

versation; or as if you talked excitedly to yourself on the street.

In the same way, color can be realistic or not. A priori, it seems

to be that every film is in color and a talkie. From there on, we
start to experiment: silent sequences in black and white, for in-

stance. In Nuit et Brouittard, I wanted only realistic color, the

most faithful reproduction of the actual place. In Le Chant du

Styrene on the contrary, there are transpositions, dominant lines

that are consciously used.

Could you eventually make a film of fantasy?

RESNAIS: Certainly. Why not the filmic equivalent of Alice in Won-

derland? Personally I don't believe that I have the right qualities

or the necessary imagination for it. It's very hard to keep up that

pace for an hour and a half. But there is no reason why I shouldn't

try to overcome these obstacles.

We know of his passion for comic books and we inquire what he finds

in them.

RESNAIS: It's a complete world. But you talk of comic books as if,

-watching me read a novel, you would say, "Ah, you like litera-

ture." For what I know about the cinema, I owe as much to the

comics as to the films. The principles of scripting and editing are

the same for comic books and films. Long before films, they em-

ployed CinemaScope. And further, they have always been able to

change their proportions. They also know how to use color for

dramatic purposes. There are other points of contact: the way

they can isolate a character against a blank background to bring

him to the attention of the reader. Abel Gance has tried the same

thing with a black backdrop. But then, all great directors justify

these comparisons. Lumiere's L'Arroseur Arrosi is already a comic

book.

Do you go often to the movies?

RESNAIS: Less than others. I manage to see some eighty films a year.

Didn't you mention somewhere that there was a "new wave" in

audiences?
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RESNAIS: Yes. The public is capable of appreciating films they would
have rejected five years ago. The reason? Continuous attendance

at film societies and repertory movie houses.

What are your past influences?

KESNAIS: In a way, Bunuel, Cocteau's Orpheus, Antonioni, "then

Welles, then Eisenstein, Visconti. . . . It's silly of me to mention
these names. ... I really don't know. Recently I saw Hitchcock's

Suspicion again (I liked it better this time than in 1944) and I

was surprised to see a certain shot that I had literally repeated in

Hiroshima. If there was an influence, it was very precise and at

the same time quite unconscious. But how can I tell?

Do you feel that you belong to a group or school of filmmakers?

RESNAIS: No young filmmaker ever feels he dpes, not even me. We
have some common qualities: sometimes we love the same films;

and too we all go to Langlois' Cinematheque. We oppose "the-

atrical" cinema to romantic cinema. We dream of a freer cinema,
with a little improvisation in each sequence. But it's in dra-

matic construction rather than in the acting where the dif-

ference should lie. The traditional formulas surely are only one

possibility of the movies.

Don't you feel that you are aiming at a type of filmmaking that

detaches the spectator from the screen?

RESNAIS: At least, that's what I would like: not for the viewer to

identify himself with the hero, but only, and at certain moments,
with the hero's feelings. Moments of identification and moments
of detachment. To keep his judgment even when he becomes in-

volved through certain mutual emotions. What I like best about
A Bout de Souffle is the emotional rapport between Belmondo and

Jean Seberg, and at the same time, I feel free to find their char-

acters unpleasant if I wish to. Those who judge the picture from a
moral point of view will find it fascistic: the glorification of the

gangster and the informer. They identify or want to with the

hero. And yet this freedom not to do so has long been granted to

the reader and the theatergoer.
As to the heroine of Hiroshima, I believe she should provoke

sympathy tempered with reserve and a little irritation . . . (after
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all, isn't this what usually happens in love and friendship?). On
location, we used to spend evenings making up all kinds of stories

about her. For instance, she is really a compulsive liar and the

Nevers story she tells her Japanese lover is nothing but a fabrica-

tion. Or maybe she has just been released from an asylum and
she has made up the complete story. You can see to what degree
her personality could evade us as well as the spectator. It was out

of respect for the viewer's freedom of judgment that we refrained

from identifying the German soldier as an anti-Nazi; and in so

doing, we refused to whitewash the heroine, to make her sympa-
thetic, in order to keep a more than willing public from identifying
with her.

Doesn't this "alienation" of the viewer relate you to some aspects
of the "new novel"?

RESNAIS: I worked with Cayrol on Nuit et Brouillard and while mak-

ing Hiroshima I kept in mind our conversations on the film. Three

months ago, I discovered Robbe-Grillet. We are now working on a

script and we get along very well.

It is easy to see how the detailed, objective descriptions of Robbe-
Grillet find their equivalent in the seemingly neutral images of

your films (like the traveling at constant speed in Hiroshima, and

that of the Nevers sequence).

RESNAIS: We are so aware of these similarities (the novels of Robbe-

Grillet give the impression of finished scripts, ready for shoot-

ing) that it becomes rather an obstacle .and this very facility is a

pitfall to be avoided. Beware of novels that seem "cinematic,"

keep away from any sort of literary description.

Your past films have all been shorts. We have seen all but Les

Statues Meurent Aussi, which is still banned by the censors.

RESNAIS: The film doesn't contain anything censorable. I almost

wish it did! You can deal with the same subject in a UNESCO
booklet and nobody would mind, but when it's a matter of film,

they go into a panic!
Back in 1949-50, Chris Marker and I were asked to make a

film on Negro art, the kind of art that is excluded from the

Louvre and banished to the Musee de lllomme. . . . The film re-
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ceived the Jean Vigo Prize for 1954, but that didn't get it the seal

of approval.

What's next for you?

RESNAIS: At the moment, I have three definite projects. Cayrol,
Anne-Marie de Vilaine, and Robbe-Grillet are working for me.10

Why don't you make a film on a more urgent subject, like the war
in Algeria?

RESNAIS: I would like to, but I have not found the writer with a.

script to match my feelings. I almost made a movie from Daniel

Anselme's La Permission; but it would have been very difficult to

find the right approach to such a sociological, realistic subject.
I would search for a lyrical equivalent. However, in one of the

scripts I'm working on, Anne-Marie de Vilaine's, the reactions of

several of the characters are influenced by the Algerian War.

There is a campaign, especially in Carrefour (a Gaullist weekly), to

reinforce censorship on moral grounds.

RESNAIS: We are threatened with a censorship as political as that of

Spain. Since a recent decree, all scripts have to be approved by a

board. They claim that their reasons have to do with morality, but
I don't believe it.

Until now, they have been very indulgent on moral matters.

The old board had enough power to curb any filmmaker in that re-

spect. They're trying to change the formula for reasons of politi-

cal intolerance. And yet, the problem is easy to resolve; besides

forbidding children to see certain films, it would be sufficient for

them to make a list of those ideas or sentiments which are to be

avoided (race hatred, certain types of violence . . .). But what they
want to set up is arbitrary.

10. The Robbe-Grillet script has of course been filmed. Alain Resnais

writes that "the scenario by Jean Cayrol is called Le Temps d'un Retour
and it is concerned with the problems of the old inhabitants of a Breton
town which was destroyed by bombardment, and then entirely recon-

structed according to a plan quite different from that of the destroyed
town. The script by Anne-Marie de Vilaine, A Suivre A n'en plus Finir,

deals with the different evolution of two consciences (those of a couple)
in relation to the Algerian War." Ed.



II. The Bomb, the U.S., the U.S.S.R.,

and the U.N.

These essays are to some extent history lessons, descriptions of

political, emotional, and economic strait jackets around the world.

Donald Richie is the film critic for The Japan Times and author of

Japanese Movies, a new book sponsored by the Japan Travel Bureau.

His essay naturally omits reference to any number of Japanese films

on war not involving Hiroshima or the bomb. He has written ex-

tensively of some of them in The Japanese Film with Joseph Ander-

son. It is rather unfortunate that this limitation obliges omitting
references here to several recent Japanese films, for example The
Human Condition and Fires on the Plains.

Colin Young teaches film at U.CJL.A. and serves as Hollywood

correspondent for Film Quarterly ;
he is also actively engaged in es-

tablishing the American Film Institute. His essay appears here ap-

proximately one-third its original length. The unpublished parts con-

tain formidable ammunition in their analysis of Hollywood war-film

production over the past ten years, trends and costs, plus a jaunty

(and depressing) list of synopses. This material is a small book in

itself and it should be published somewhere soon. Meanwhile this

part of it may perhaps serve as a warning to the producers of pro-

jected biographies of Pvt. Slovik and of Maj. Eatherly to lay
off the big stars and the happiness pills.

Neil Morris, a young English critic, spent some time in Eastern

Europe, including a period at the Polish Film School, before his

death in December, 1961. His essay, written before any of the recent
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Eastern European films other than The Cranes Are Flying had

reached a sizable audience in America, has been trimmed since

only in a few cases, such as Ballad of a Soldier, has a comparable au-

dience been reached here. The vast majority of the films analyzed have

been seen only by members of Cinema 16 yet another instance of

the need for the American Film Institute. Since Mr. Morris's essay
was completed, the Polish director he writes of so warmly here,

Andrzej Munk, died in an auto accident. Neil Morris was a critic

of great potential; he is missed now.

Thorold Dickinson, the director of Queen of Spades and Hill 24
Doesn't Answer, spent four years serving the United Nations as chief

of film production until 1961. During that time he produced the

feature film Power Among Men and among other shorts Overture by
G. L. Polidoro and Khrishna Singh, and a one minute "commercial,"
Fountain of Hope by Len Lye. He functioned under a mandate from

the late Ahmed Bokhari, then Undersecretary for Public Informa-

tion; when that Persian poet died, the possibility of charging infor-

mation with emotion at the U.N. died with him. Perhaps the situa-

tion may change, but it is unlikely. A sponsor is a sponsor, but there

are more than a hundred of them now whose interests are being

second-guessed by bureaucrats even when the nation being "pro-
tected" is neither asserting its sovereignty nor even caring about

the matter. Speaking of caring, there might be some hope in an oft-

mentioned plan whereby individual governments would sponsor a

prominent native filmmaker (such as India's Satyajit Ray) to make
short films on aspects of the U.N., its works, its motives. This plan
is not hopeless. And for the sake of the U.N. it had better not be

merely visionary. Mr. Dickinson is now developing a Study of the

Film at the Slade School of Art, University College, .London.



"MONO NO AWARE"
Hiroshima in Film

Donald Richie

In August, 1945, atom bombs were dropped on the cities of Hiro-

shima and Nagasaki. In the former, some 240,000 were killed; in the

latter, about 80,000. After the war those exposed to radiation con-

tinued to die: between 1951 and 1955, some 3,730. Now, sixteen

years after the bombings, there are in Hiroshima alone more than

90,000 suffering from radiation illness. These people are dying at the

rate of about 50 a year.
Thus memories of Hiroshima and Nagasaki are kept fresh: ruins,

like those of the Oura Catholic Church, are visited by pilgrims;
Hiroshima has become a tourist center, its Atomic Museum nearly

always full; and until only recently newspapers always carried full

details on the latest radiation death.

Yet it is not entirely the memory of the numbers killed nor the

living death of those still existing which keeps the memory of Hiro-

shima alive. In the almost forgotten fire-bomb raids on Tokyo in the

spring of 1945, though not so many died, the manner of their death

was even more horrible. Rather, Hiroshima and Nagasaki have be-

come symbols for the Japanese, just as they to a lesser extent have

become symbols for the entire world.

Their meaning is agreed upon, they epitomize; there is a com-

munity of associations surrounding them that is intelligible and

meaningful to all; there is an emotional complex that the word
"Hiroshima" calls into being. Yet interpretations of symbols change,
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and the attitude toward Hiroshima and Nagasaki has changed con-

siderably in the last sixteen years. The record of this change is seen

in casual conversation, in political speeches, in newspapers and mag-
azines, on the radio, over television, and in the films.

The initial response, quite different from that of today, is sug-

gested in the staged holocausts of both Children of the Atom Bomb
and the Hiroshima of 1953. It is one which the West has never un-

derstood. The bomb, like the war, like death itself, was something
over which no one had any control; something which could not be

helped; what we mean by an "act of God." The Japanese, in mo-
ments of stress if not habitually, regard life as the period of com-

plete insecurity that it is; and the truth of this observation is

graphically illustrated in a land yearly ravaged by typhoons, a

country where the very earth quakes daily. The bomb, at first, was

thought of as just another catastrophe in a land already overwhelmed

with them.

The West was quick to identify the bomb-dropping as an atrocity.
That the Japanese did not was due in part to the fact that it oc-

curred in wartime, when anything might be expected; in part because,

though the destruction had been more spectacular, Hiroshima and

Nagasaki were just two of the many totally destroyed Japanese
cities; and also, in part, because the Japanese mind does not, unless

so directed, tend to think in such terms.

Had the war continued, the Japanese themselves would have been

told of the atrocity of the act and this would have made excellent

propaganda, something which the bomb-droppers themselves feared.

But the war ended and the bomb became an "act of God," one among
many. Directly after the war, during the Occupation, it seemed that

the occupying Americans and British felt much worse about Hiro-

shima and Nagasaki than did the Japanese themselves. And per-

haps they did.

Japan was too busy digging itself out of the ruins to bother about

those already dead, to worry about assigning guilt. But the Occu-

pation government, muddle-headed though it often was, comprised a

number of humane and liberal individuals, all of whom believed that

Japan was worth 3aving. And they tried to make it over into the

model democracy. Their failure was complete, but their attitude to-

ward Hiroshima showed the Japanese how they felt about it. They
felt awful about it, and their completely deserved indications of
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guilt seemed to the Japanese indicative of the attitude of the Western
world at large. It was the attitude of the Occupation officials which

the Japanese made their own and which constituted the first reading
of the Hiroshima symbol.

This was not the first nor last time that the Japanese had ap-

propriated an attitude. Even more dramatic was the sudden about-

face in the Meiji era when the West finally convinced Japan that

its pre-Meiji culture was worth saving. The Japanese then stopped

tearing down temples, and trying to melt down the Kamakura
Buddha or even to sell the five-story Nara pagoda as firewood.

Always, however, what the Japanese appropriate whether atom
bomb attitudes or rock-and-roll is eventually transformed into

something entirely Japanese. The first films, made only after the end
of the Occupation (1949), show this.1 The American sense of out-

rage is missing; the sheer horror of the act is not touched upon. In-

stead, the Japanese substituted an elegiac regard which has re-

mained as the single constant element in the changing interpreta-
tions of the Hiroshima symbol. From the first films on, Hiroshima

was not an "atrocity" but a "tragedy."
The 1950 Hiroshima, a documentary made up of newsreel clip-

pings, is indicative of the elegiac attitude. It is an objective and
literal account of the explosion, the disaster, and the partial re-

construction. Opening with American shots of the bomb exploding,
it emphasizes not the horror and suffering, as do later films, but the

tenacity of the inhabitants, their industry and bravery. It is (to bor-

row an American term) a "positive" treatment of the subject. Tech-

nically it owes much to the American newsreel method; it has a
kind of sobriety which one associates with The March of Time films,

a basic assumption of objectivity, a tone that insists upon finality. It

is the "official" picture and (like the Luce ideal) it restrains emo-

tion under the reportorial mask. As with American films of this type
a basic insincerity is involved; the pose is frankly adopted; this is

a "constructive" film. Still it does manage to reflect a predominant

i. It seems that though the Occupation government did not ban the sub-

ject of Hiroshima, apparently having no official attitude toward it, they
did not encourage the showing of the existing documentary material. Mr.
Richie adds that anything they "had not encouraged (Kabuki included)

broke out once the Occupation was over," including the first Hiroshima

compilations. Ed.
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attitude, something which the shrill emotionalism of later films

does not.

The basic statement regarding the bomb as seen in Hiroshima

and other documentaries of the period, Nagasaki after the Bomb
(Gembaku no Nagasaki, 1952) and Pictures of the Atom Bomb
(Gembaku no Zu, 1952), is, in effect: "This happened; it is all

over and finished, but isn't it too bad? Still, this world is a transient

place and this too is sad; what we feel today we forget tomorrow;
this is not as it perhaps should be, but it is as it is." This awareness

of evanescence and the resulting lamentation has a term in Japanese:
mono no aware. It indicates a feeling for the transience of all earthly

things; it involves a near-Buddhistic insistence upon recognition of

the eternal flux of life upon this earth. This is the authentic Japanese
attitude toward death and disaster (once an interval has passed),
and the earliest films as well as the latest, in part at least, insist upon
it. The Hiroshima rallies shown in newsreels, the "peace processions"
shown in Hiroshima Mon Amour, the polemic-filled sequences in

films by Fumio Kaniei and Hideo Sekigawa are all essentially alien

to it. In the face of mono no aware, which Tamako Niwa has trans-

lated as "sympathetic sadness," the slogan "No More Hiroshima^"

is no more meaningful than "Remember Pearl Harbor."

The elegiac attitude is also seen in the first feature films on the

bombed cities: Hideo Ohna's The Bell of Nagasaki (Nagasaki no

Kane, 1953) and Tomotaka Tasaka's I'll Not Forget the Song of

Nagasaki (Nagasaki no Uta wa Wasureji, 1953). This latter film

has an American trying to return some music, found on the battle-

field, to the composer's family in Nagasaki, then staying on after

becoming interested in the sufferings of the bomb victims. It is not

a particularly meaningful film. Tasaka, himself a victim, was still

quite ill at the time, but the tone is one of sustained elegy and,

rarer, one in which the American is respectfully permitted to join.

Much better both as film and as elegy is Children of Hiroshima

(Hiroshima no Ko, I953),
2 the work of a young director, Kaneto

2. This film, based on Arata Osada's bestselling novel Children of the

Atom Bomb (Gembaku no Ko), has been widely distributed in the U.S.

by the Fellowship of Reconciliation under that title. Since it is now in

commercial distribution in both the U.K. and the U.S. as Children of

Hiroshima, the latter title will be used hereafter in the text. Ed.
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Shindo, who has since continued to interest himself in atom bomb

films, his most recent being Lucky Dragon No. 5 (Daigo Fukuryu,
1958). The 1953 film, mono no aware par excellence and a very good
reflection of a genuine Japanese attitude, has a history which was of

the greatest bearing on later Hiroshima films.

Commissioned by the Japan Teachers Union, Shindo made an

extremely faithful film version, showing the aftermath of the bomb in

a serious and resigned manner. Upon seeing the film, however, the

Union complained to the sponsoring company, the Kindai Eiga

Kyokai, saying that it was not satisfied, that Shindo had turned the

story into "a tear-jerker and had destroyed its political orientation."

This talk of "political orientation" was new to Hiroshima films; and

it was the basis for the first of the new readings of the Hiroshima

symbol.

The Occupation never understood the true attitude of the Japa-
nese toward not only the bomb but the surrender as well; and even

now some Americans find it unbelievable. Initially, the occupiers had

expected resentment and were a bit disquieted to encounter none, not

realizing that the Japanese thought of the surrender, once it was

proclaimed, the bomb, once it was dropped, as inevitable. The too-

often noted passivity of the Asian was less the cause than was the

unique Japanese inability to cry over spilt milk; the knowledge that

the Japanese would cooperate with the Occupation, or else; and the

widespread "it can't be helped" philosophy through which the Japa-
nese for centuries have attempted to make life endurable.

After the Occupation, however, the long-expected resentment did

indeed appear. This feeling was natural, and even desirable; un-

channeled it would have relieved a number of the tensions which

with the greatest good will in the world the Occupation had oc-

casioned. But it was not allowed to remain unchanneled long. A new

attitude, somewhat less natural than those before, began to be de-

fined by many newspaper writers, radio commentators, essayists, and

filmmakers. They tried to force upon the public an attitude of re-

sentment. In the main they failed to channel this sentiment, thus

causing severe disappointment in those who had been so industrious

in their efforts.

All of this industry came, at least officially, from the Communist
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Party which naturally took advantage of an anti-Occupation and
hence anti-American feeling already existing. Yet, it would be good to

remember that the Japanese Communist is still a rather special

variety: he still believes in Marx, is still convinced that world revolu-

tion is necessary, still affirms that emotional identification with the

Party is a prerequisite for membership, still says and apparently
believes that the Party is on the side of the weak and oppressed.
He is, in other words, fully a quarter of a century behind the times;
at least as far behind as his opposite number, the pro-American who
talks New-Deal-liberalism. In Japan, the Party is still openly mil-

itant still crusading, still idealistically believing in Party aims and

methods, still taking active part in strikes and making propaganda
films, still saying bad things about the bourgeoisie and thus it

manages to embarrass the Russian leaders time and time again.

Also, one should remember that in Japan radical politics and com-
munism are historically thought to be one; further, the crudest kind

of anarchism is also believed to be linked up to the current subtleties

of the Communist Party. Thus any difference of opinion with the mil-

itary government of the 1930*5 and '40*3 was labeled as communist
not only by the government but also by the dissenters as well. Since

dissent stood for freedom of speech, one of the many paradoxes
which grace Japanese politics is that some of democracy's strongest

spokesmen have thought of themselves as communists. To be a "com-
munist" in this sense meant to be an individual, a dissenter.

This accounts for the intellectual chic which even now clings to

communism in Japan. Any self-respecting young intellectual goes

through a phase of it. Since Russians are communists, they too have
a kind of iclat that shows itself mainly in community-sing coffee

shops, a preference for the Bolshoi over all other ballets, and a lik-

ing for "new" Russian literature, that is, Sholokhov and other figures
from the 1930'$. To be an intellectual in Japan presupposes at

least a mild flirtation with what is fondly believed to be communism.
But Russia's lead is not followed, at least not by non-Party mem-

bers, no matter how "left" their opinions. They know very little of

the Russian hierarchy, they know even less of the new bourgeoisie.
Instead they dream of such constructive efforts as "building a new

society" and "giving to the poor." Idealists all, they are convinced

they are fighting the good fight. Russia's influence is seen only in
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the most vague and general of feelings: during the Korean War it

was fashionable to dislike America; once Khrushchev began trotting
all over the world it became quite the thing to find in America all

sorts of new virtues.

The Party member in Japan is, to be sure, in a somewhat different

position; and an important point concerning Japanese films about
Hiroshima is that the vast majority of them have been made by
Party members. When the Japan Teachers Union found itself dis-

satisfied with the sober and honest Children of Hiroshima, it called

in a director who would "genuinely help in the fight to preserve

peace"; the result was the 1953 Hiroshima, the director, Hideo

Sekigawa, an accredited Party member.

Sekigawa, who has since specialized in anti-American films, found

during the war that the demands upon him as a Party member could

be made to coincide with those of the Japanese militarists; thus he
made propaganda documentaries of an anti-Western, anti-Chinese-

Nationalist persuasion. His 1953 Hiroshima follows the general out-

line of his wartime films.

It contains two interwoven and contrasting sections: first, a well-

made, dramatically moving, documentary-like reconstruction of the

explosion (parts of which turned up in Resnais' Hiroshima Man
Amour)', second, a statically filmed, tedious, polemic-filled tract
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with scenes in which Americans, not shown, are reported to have said

that the bomb was nothing more than a simple scientific experiment,
and that the Japanese were nothing more than experimental animals

;

with dialogue suggesting that the bomb would not have been dropped
if the people had been other than Japanese ;

and ending with scenes

of American tourists busy buying souvenir bones of persons killed

in the explosion.
3

Along with Sekigawa is Fumio Kamei, a director responsible for

perhaps more A-bomb pictures than any other. A graduate of the

Leningrad Motion Picture Institute, he first made a name for him-

self with Shanghai (1938), a film which contrasts the lives of rich

foreigners and poor Chinese, much to the detriment of the former.

Kamei 's A Japanese Tragedy (Nihon no Higeki, 1945) achieved the

distinction of being banned by the Occupation for its out-and-out

communist line at the very time when the Occupation was practically

pro-communist.

Typical in both its excesses and excellences is his Still, It's Good
to be Alive (Ikite Ite Yokatta, 1956), made under the auspices of the

Japan Council Against Atomic and Hydrogen Bombs. In three parts,
the first, "It's Hard to Die," shows scenes from soon after the ex-

plosion and concerns those suffering from keloid burns and other dis-

figurations. The second, "It's Also Hard to Live," is about those

dying of leukemia as a result of exposure to radiation; also orphans,
blind children, and the sailors of the unfortunate Daigo Fukuryu.
The third section, "Still, It's Good to be Alive," is about those suf-

ferers who have somehow managed to make useful lives for them-

selves: girls disfigured by scars have become nurses devoted to help-

ing those worse off; women completely bedridden knit for others.

Though its political direction is implicit (there is, for example, no
mention of the American-sponsored "Hiroshima Maidens," very
much in the news during the making of this film4 ) it has many se-

quences which go far beyond partisan political intention.

One such is the second part. A girl, bedridden for ten years, is

3. The 1953 Hiroshima was shown in New York in truncated form. Ed.

4. These are a group of girls moderately disfigured, who were flown to

New York for plastic surgery ; the project was conceived by and financed

by individual American contributors. The operations were successful. And
the girls continue to be mentioned (a new job, etc.) in the Japanese
press. Ed.
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given her first automobile ride through Nagasaki, which she has

not seen for a decade. The car stops at various places: the factory
where she was injured, the section where her brother was killed. Her
face mirrors the emotions she is experiencing: intense curiosity about

the life she is no longer a part of and fear at seeing what she can

remember only as places of horror and pain. Finally, unable to

reconcile these two conflicting emotions, she bursts into tears.

His The World is Afraid (Sekai wa Kyofu Suru, 1957) is from

any point of view much less successful. It is deliberately sensational,

a scare-message film, using all sorts of rhetorical shock devices.

Kamei cuts from a contaminated milk test to a baby sucking on a

bottle; from healthy children playing to close-ups of the pathetic
and monstrous embryos still-born in Hiroshima. Yet the shrill and

hysterical attitude shown in this film adds nothing, it does not even

dramatize the director's intention, because that is only ostensibly
concerned with pollution of the atmosphere. Cloaked in righteous

indignation, he is interested only in pointing the accusing finger. His

Voices of Hiroshima (Hiroshima no Koe, 1959) once again stresses

the sufferings of that city. It is perhaps indicative that since Russia

began exploding its own bombs there have been no further films

about the terror of atmospheric pollution.
A much more talented director is Tadashi Imai who made the

early Pictures of the Atom-Bomb and whose A Story of Pure Love

(Junai Monogatari, 1957) is one of the few feature films to touch

directly on the bomb. Known as a "socially-minded" director and
idol of the intellectual (and leftist) bobby-soxers, darling of the

critics, and frequent winner of the big Japanese film prizes, Imai

more than anyone reflects in his films the equivocal attitude of the

Japanese filmmaker toward communism.
A Story of Pure Love is typical. Imai contrasts the relative purity

of his young couple with the corruption of society. And he approves
of their eventual revolt. He shows his heroine suffering from radia-

tion disease, shows it to be as shocking and painful as it is, and

treats it as a tragedy. He does all this with a concern for human

beings as they are and with a very real compassion.
At the same time, Imai is a Communist Party member in very

good standing and he is grinding an ax, grinding quite skillfully, but

grinding nonetheless. In this film, he approves of rebellion not be-

cause it is an essentially noble human attribute, but because it is
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politically convenient. The atom bomb is introduced (in the novel

on which the film is based, the girPs disease is tuberculosis) not

because its use at Hiroshima was a moral crime but because the

bomb is a favorite weapon of Communist propagandists in Japan.

Yet, it is not this simple. Imai, though all tied up with political

considerations, also obviously and personally believes in revolt as

an ethical necessity. He himself, as a person rather than a Party
member, feels compassion for those suffering from radiation disease.

Thus the difficulty in evaluating when one tries to separate this

valid and personal opinion from the official Party opinion when, for

entirely different reasons, they happen to coincide.

This is true not only of Imai but also of other Party-member
directors such as Kamei, Sekigawa, and a number of others. Kaneto

Shindo, for example, has no official Party affiliations, yet his moral

indignation is being continually misinterpreted as official Party

policy. This is a true moral dilemma and one which none of these

directors has yet reconciled.

Though there have been some unequivocally non-political films

on the A-bomb, notably two children's films by Sotoji Kimura, Chil-

dren of Nagasaki (Nagasaki no Ko, 1957) and A Tkotisand Paper
Cranes (Semba Juru, 1958), and Kurosawa's single experiment,
there have been such a number of politically oriented pictures, that

the result has been a disinclination on the part of many filmmakers

to deal with the theme because to do so involves committing them-

selves to the political left, at least in the eyes of their audiences.

The Party has so frequently used the bomb as a political weapon
that any sympathetic rendering of its victims has come to mean in

Japan that the director or producer is probably Communist. And,

though leftist views are still fashionable, the governmental attitude

is such that Communist directors find it difficult to distribute their

films. Governmental authorities "talk" to the big distributing com-

panies and the film is either not released at all or else (and this was
the case of the apolitical Hiroshima Men Amour) is released in such

a manner shown in suburban theaters, shown without publicity
that few people see it.

One would have hoped for a director brave enough to oppose
this circumstance, to produce the needed film, to express a com-

passion completely free from political allusions, and to do so in

the very teeth of governmental opposition. But Japan only rarely
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produces such men. Most of the people within the motion picture

industry have chosen to play it safe. Indeed all of the films so far

mentioned (except such feature films as A Story of Pure Love)
have been independent productions and have been made outside the

industry.

The industry itself (six major producing companies) has naturally
used Hiroshima, Nagasaki, and the bomb; but it has not done so in

any constructive or convincing manner. It has not produced even a
film of the low caliber of On the Beach though, like the American

industry, it has turned out a number of atom-inspired "creature

from the deep" type films. These perhaps represent the most common

reading of the Hiroshima symbol; and they indicate quite well the

once-removed attitude that the Japanese developed toward the atom
bomb.
The genre may be divided into two parts, both coming to the

same general conclusions. First is the monster film; second is the

visitors-from-outer-space picture. Both insist that Japan is the

proper place for such visits since it is the country which knows more
about this sort of thing than anyone else.

The monster cycle began with Godzilla (Gojira, 1954) in which

the monster, a saurian King Kong, awakened by the Bikini test ex-

plosions, stalks Tokyo. He is finally dissolved by a selfless Japanese
scientist who destroys himself along with the monster. A year later

the monster was resuscitated in Godzilla's Counterattack (Gojira no

Gyakushu, 1955). Having destroyed Tokyo upon his first ap-

pearance, he turns his attention upon Osaka and is eventually chased

to far Hakkaido where he meets his end in an avalanche.

The next monster was a giant pterodactyl, also hatched out by
hydrogen bomb tests. The hero of Radon (1956), it later finds a

mate and ravages Fukuoka (Tokyo and Osaka have been already

destroyed) and later, to its eventual discomfort, tries hatching its

eggs in Aso, the liveliest volcano in Kyushu. Radon was followed by
a great flying lizard, the title lead in Varon (Daikaiju Baran, 1957) ;

it confines its .activities to Haneda Airport in Tokyo, a site that

Gojira had overlooked.

The moral of all these films was the same: Japan is ravaged by
monsters who are defeated, not by warlike methods, but by techno-

logical know-how. The hero is the Japanese scientist who "to make
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the world safe" gladly gives up his life. The celestial visitors arc
afraid that the world is going to destroy itself. The Japanese too
are afraid and together they work for world peace. In these films is

reflected a role which Japan has recently adopted, that of "the new
Switzerland."

This very popular reading of the Hiroshima symbol is good as
far as it goes. It echoes the "never again" of the independent films

and even manages (Gojira sinking into Tokyo Bay) the mono no

aware, typical of the Japanese reaction. However, it makes no moral
comment whatever, it merely wags the warning finger. Its very
refusal to make a responsible statement may be what makes this

view so extremely popular. Like any people, the Japanese would
much prefer drawing some positive benefit from a calamity (i.e., the

"new Switzerland" belief) to digging into the whole half-forgotten
mess in order finally to come to terms with it, which in any case

would not be a simple matter.

One of the least publicized Japanese views of the destruction of

Hiroshima is a feeling of shame if not guilt that this happened
to them. One meets people who affirm that they are glad that they
lost the war; one also meets a smaller number who are inclined to

take a philosophic view and to maintain that what happened to

Hiroshima is partially the fault of the Japanese. Which is true, just
as it is true that America with its vicious prewar Japan policy
is responsible for Pearl Harbor. This Japanese attitude, needless to

say, never reaches the screen.

Interestingly enough, however, the A-bomb has been treated with

some levity in Japanese films. The best example was in Keisuke

Kinoshita's satire Carmen's Pure Love (Karumen Junjosu, 1952) in

which an elderly lady, who has lost a son in the disaster, blames

absolutely everything on the atom bomb : when a baby is abandoned

on the doorstep, when the son of the house is blackmailed, when her

favorite politician fails to be elected everything is the fault of the

bomb.

Another reason why a responsible attitude toward Hiroshima is

seldom seen on the screen is that a film, after all, must dramatize

events. Just as the leftist films have a political purpose (as do the

few Christian "documentaries" which have been made notably sev-



eral by the Catholic Church; which must, for the same reason, be

viewed with some suspicion) so do the ordinary story-line films:

they must dramatize and this means that they must distort. Kaneto

Shindo's well-intentioned Lucky Dragon No. 5 had to falsify on

several counts: among them, the director thought it necessary to

place the fishing vessel much closer to the bomb test than it actually

was so that the film might include some spectacle. Further, he had

to disregard completely the fact that the fishermen repeatedly had

been warned to stay out of the area; had been told why; and yet

they still insisted upon entering it. To have acknowledged this fact

would have weakened the impact, the whole meaning, of his film,

and so he chose to ignore it.

In precisely the same way Yves Ciarnpi, in his ridiculous Prin-

temps & Nagasaki (shown abroad as Typhoon in Nagasaki and in

Japan as Wasureenu Bojo, translation: Unforgettable Love), given

the opportunity of saying something meaningful about East-West

love affairs, chose instead to have his heroine perish in a gale, thus

allowing the French lovers to be reunited. In this same film the

destruction of Nagasaki is only briefly touched upon. Danielle Dar-

rieux and Jean Marais go to the Nagasaki Atom Memorial Museum
and most of the footage is spent on Danielle flinching and Jean being

strong. In both films a conventional story-line was allowed to triumph

over all else.
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There have, however, been at least two films which have reflected

a responsible attitude: one Japanese and the other French. The first

was Kurosawa's A Record of a Living Being (Ikimono no Kiroku,

JQSS)* shown abroad also as / Live in Fear; the second was Alain

Resnais' Hiroshima Mon Amour.

Akira Kurosawa's film is about a sixty-year-old man (played with

great fluency by the then thirty-year-old Toshiro Mifune) who,
after the war and the "Bikini Incident," begins brooding about the

atomic dangers which threaten mankind in general and his family
in particular. He tries to persuade them to emigrate to Brazil, a

country he feels will somehow remain safe.

This causes dissension in the family. Father is fairly well-off, owns

his own factory, is on the way to becoming wealthy; and the family
feels that he will ruin himself, and them, if he has his own way.
Thus the first obstacle to the father (the aroused man, the man

aware of the danger) is not America, is not even official indifference,

it is his very own family; and the family is the keystone of the

Japanese social structure. To be sure, he has not been a particularly

good father. He has had two mistresses, has consistently preferred
his work to his family, but in this he is more typical than not. Still,

the children pressure their mother to bring suit in the family affairs

court, asking that he be declared mentally incompetent.
The hero says: "I know I must die some day, everyone knows

that; but I don't want to be killed, that's all." His fears are under-

stood by a member of the advisory court, a dentist, who feels that

the court when it finally, and at the instigation of one of the sons,

judges the father incompetent has not made the right decision.

The father, deprived of his property, pleads with his family:

"Please, please, come to Brazil with me; I can't bear to see you stay
behind to get killed." The wife is the first to give in, then one of

the daughters. It is made dear, however, that their decision is not

caused by natural fear so much as by the natural Japanese desire

to obey the head of the family. The family divided, the quarrels
become more frequent, and under it all is an unspoken concern as to

how the father's property is to be divided.

The father takes care of this. He believes that his family will

come with him if they have no other choice, if he is ruined. So he

burns down his own factory. But, when his workers reproach him,
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he realizes his mistake, and he invites them all to Brazil with him.

Then one of his sons reminds him that he is now penniless. The
father is taken to the police station for questioning and is eventually
taken to a mental hospital.

There the dentist visits him. He is surprised to find the man look-

ing serene and even cheerful. They talk for a while; then suddenly
the father looks out of the window, jumps up, and watching the

sun set behind the mountains shouts out: "It's burning, it's burn-

ing! The earth is at last on fire."

This film differs from the usual atom bomb film in many ways.
First, it recognizes that the bomb is out of control, that no one single

country owns it, that it is one of the facts of existence in this century.

Then, it offers no panacea whatever, no talk of how nice it would be

if every one stopped testing it. Too, there is no indication that the

director believes Japan alone is threatened; rather it is made dear

that the film is not so much about a Japanese family in danger as

it is about people, about any family, anywhere, in danger. What it

offers is an object lesson on what it means to live under this fear,

and of how one man and his family are wrecked by the fear alone.

There is a further hint that this fear is well founded, that this fear

is only the beginning.

Stylistically the film is very close to Ikiru. Photographed in the

same crisp white and dead black, it uses a multi-eyed camera tech-

nique: the image expanding and retreating; huge dose-ups, every

pore showing; marvelously composed long shots evocative of

summer heat, an electric fan ruffling the pages of a magazine in the

very near foreground; purposely underexposed documentary-like

factory footage; an absolutely blinding final scene where all the

resources of the camera attempt to prove that (despite the man's

now being insane) the earth is really on fire. The essential moral

of the film is akin to that of Ikiru in that it is the opposite: the

love of humanity is the only thing worth living for and when this

love is rendered powerless then it is indeed a tragedy.
The film is by no means an unqualified success, however. Its worst

fault is its diffuseness, a result of the director's indecision about how
to say what he wanted. Originally, during the planning stages, Kuro-

sawa meant to make a serious social satire on the subject, one in

which the Japanese family would probably have come in for a good



drubbing. At this time, however, a good friend and long-time as-

sociate, the noted film composer Fumio Hayasaka, died of tubercu-

losis. This death affected Kurosawa and his unit very deeply; and
the film became a serious one, one with no satirical intent whatever.

As melodrama the picture is extremely strong; Kurosawa, however,
did not intend melodrama but something more important.

Still, qualified though its success is, A Record of a Living Being
is certainly the best Japanese film on the A-bomb theme to date. And
one which, incidentally, gained little favor from the Japanese them-

selves. It infuriated the critics by refusing to blame America, by
suggesting that the whole thing was not America's fault, but rather

that the bomb was now common property and consequently much
more dangerous; it failed to interest the average spectators who saw
in it only an old man who acted in what they thought was probably
an un-Japanese fashion (Kurosawa has always been considered very
"Western" by the Japanese) and, if they thought of it at all, saw in

the picture simply an indication that one shouldn't worry so much:
if you did you went crazy. Kurosawa, perhaps more deeply disap-

pointed by the failure of this film than that of any other, has turned

from contemporary social problems and made a series of period

pictures.
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Surprisingly, what the Kurosawa film omitted was precisely that

which all Japanese Hiroshima and A-bomb films have, even ac-

cidentally, stressed: the feeling of mono no aware, the it's-too-bad-

but feeling. And it is this quality which the other serious Hiroshima

film has almost in excess, despite the fact that the picture was

directed by a Frenchman who knew nothing of Japan, and that the

film itself is French to the very core.

Alain Resnais' Hiroshima Mon Amour is about a French actress

who comes to Hiroshima to play the role of a nurse in a Sekigawa-

type film. There she meets a thoroughly Westernized young Japanese
and begins an affair which reminds her of a somehow similar affair

she had with a German soldier during the Occupation of France,
for which she was punished in the usual manner by having her hair

clipped, further punishment coming in her family's locking her up.
All of this she tells him. Then she decides to leave. He follows her,

asking her to stay. Finally she agrees to stay, to make love one more

time, and on this the film ends. In most good films a resume of the

story-line means nothing, but in reference to Hiroshima Mon Amour
it is more meaningless than usual. Still, the above is essentially what
the Japanese viewer got out of the film. Its excellences, the superbly
controlled flash-backs, the off-screen commentary, the subtle paral-
lelism of the film's structure, all escaped the average Japanese just
as they escaped the average American or the average Frenchman. To
be sure, the Japanese viewer had a number of strikes against him.

Not only was the film purposely made difficult to see, being presented
with almost no publicity whatever, but also its name was changed.
Hiroshima Mon Amour suggests that one must oppose hate with

love and, to borrow an observation of Madeleine Chapsal's, that

"love must concern itself with its extreme opposite, the hatefulness of

war." The Japanese title was Twenty-four Hour Love Affair (Niju-

yojikan no Joji), the cheap commonness of which gave no indication

of the excellences of the film.

Another difficulty the film experienced in Japan was that the audi-

ence spent at least part of its time laughing at Resnais' "mistakes."

His were the errors of inexperience with things Japanese, and hence

they do not (for anyone except Japanese) detract from his achieve-

ment. Still, most Japanese are a bit pleased when a foreigner fails

to understand the country; it proves what a special and difficult

place it is (they are forever telling the foreigner that he can never
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hope to "really understand"), and so Resnais' minor errors delighted
more than not.

He, for example, did not know that shops always take in their

noren or hanging curtain when they close up for the night. When
the girl wanders back to the bar where she and her friend had their

talk, the noren is still in place. This the audience found hilarious. No
one had bothered to tell Resnais about this native custom and he,

naturally, did not know. During the wait in the station, too, though
it is obviously in the middle of the night, the loudspeaker announces

arrivals and departures in the afternoon. Somewhat more serious,

from the Japanese point of view, were such errors of direction as

having the Japanese slap the French girl when she becomes hysterical.

Critics pointed out, quite accurately, that even a Japanese as com-

pletely Western as Eiji Okada would never, never slap a foreign lady>

particularly not in public. They also pointed out the extremely un-

likely scene with the old lady in the station where Okada says: "We
are having to part that is why we are sad." Even if Okada had lived

all of his life in Paris, they said, he would never have said a line

like that.

The critics, incidentally, on the whole liked the film much better

than did the paying customers. The picture was listed in most of

the nation's "best ten" polls for the year but at least one of the

reasons was that most critics, recognizing the film within the film,

thought it "politically progressive." Since Resnais is himself politi-

cally ambiguous, and since the film is politically ambivalent in these

early scenes, the confusion of the critics can be understood.

The most serious objection one can make to the film was not heard
in Japan. That is: why Hiroshima?-Why not Yokohama Mon
Amour? The fact of the atomic destruction of the city actually has
little to do with the film (though to be sure the fact of wanton
destruction does) : and the main parallel and comparison imbedded
in the picture is an invidious one. Nevers and Hiroshima (particularly
when backed up by the elaborate coda more or less tacked onto the

end of the film) have in common only that the girl has suffered in

both places. In juxtaposition they cannot mean anything larger than
what they are, two extremely dissimilar cities. The only rational ex-

planation for Resnais' using Hiroshima came from a friend of mine
who understands a bit of English and who, smiling, said it would
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have been even sillier if the last line of the picture had had to be:

"Tu es Nevers et je suis Fukuoka."

What the film does have, and this Resnais would probably be

surprised to learn, is the elegiac mono no aware attitude which also

happens to be the predominant Japanese attitude toward the bombed
cities. Like most Japanese Hiroshima films, it opens with an evoca-

tion of horror (the two bodies, the sifting ash) and then goes into

an official memoriam (the parade, the children, the placards). This

is followed by a full statement of a basic mono no aware tenet: one

forgets, it is too bad, but one forgets pain as one forgets pleasure,
one cannot hold this smooth and moving life. The girl tries, how-

ever, and experiences dose to total recall (the affair with the Ger-

man). One more time she feels the horror that she knew, -she lives it.

After this, however (and this too is a mono no aware pattern), she

loses it completely and with it any sense of purpose. It is perfectly

fitting then that the lovers wander from one place to another, the

private horror of Nevers and the public horror of Hiroshima alike

forgotten. The only thing left is to renew and to reaffirm their ex-

perience of being together, and it is this which they decide to do.

She goes into it with her eyes wide open, she knows she will forget.

Her constant refusal up to the very moment she gives in is, perhaps,
because she realizes that she has had it, that the experience as such

is hers already, that all else is repetition, and is no more meaningful
than that. Both are very near despair at the end of the picture and

that they continue to make love knowing that the twain will never

meet is the closest the film approaches an affirmation. In the light

of mono no aware the well-known fact of East and West not meet-

ing makes perfect sense. No matter how privately appalled we may
be at Resnais' closing his film with what we think of as the perfect

clich6, mono no aware would regard it as a necessary outcome. East

and West also means man and woman. "See how I am forgetting

you," she says to her dead German lover and she will soon say it of

her living Japanese lover. Life is transient, life is evanescent, life is

forgetting; "and in this vale of tears there is no meeting."
One might assume that this aspect of the picture would have

made it popular with the Japanese. This did not happen, however.

Western pictures are not seen for that reason. Marty lost money in

Japan, and The Bachelor Party and A Catered Affair were not even
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imported because "they are too much like Japanese films." And now-

adays the films of such mono no aware specialists as Yasujiro Ozu
and Mikio Naruse are not too well thought of by the younger

generation. Here as elsewhere Ben Hur makes the most money.
But I do not want to suggest that Japanese films have a monopoly

on mono no aware for it would make just as much sense to maintain

that Wordsworth was its sole possessor. Rather, it is an attitude, one

of many possible when faced with life or with a happening (such as

Hiroshima) that makes one face it. The very fact that Alain Resnais'

film is so imbued with it more than suggests its universality.

That the Japanese, though accepting it, even insisting upon it in

their own Hiroshima films, find it inadequate is seen in the leftist

films of the middle 1950*3, and yet nothing stronger has yet appeared,
no attitude firmer nor more reasonable. The Hiroshima symbol has

been read in a number of ways as "act of God"; as elegy; as Amer-
ica's fault; as pretext for Japan, the "new Switzerland," saving the

world; as a threat to all mankind all of which tell much more about

the Japanese than about Hiroshima.

Yet the Japanese failure to come to terms with Hiroshima is one

which is shared by everyone in the world today. No one has come
to terms with the bomb least of all, perhaps, the people upon whom
it was originally inflicted. When the thing itself has become the very

epitome of chaos unleashed, it would be expecting too much that an
ordered and directed reply could be instantly presented. The films

that Japan has made, however, indicate the complexity of the as-

sociations which surround the word "Hiroshima" and the extent to

which the bombed cities and the bomb itself have become symbols
to the Japanese.



NOBODY DIES

Shades of Patriotism

in the Hollywood War and "Anti-war" Film

Colin Young

It seems a long time ago that they were shooting the science-fiction film,

and the war film, and the western; now they are shooting a western, a

war film, and a science-fiction film.

Gavin Lambert, in The Slide Area.

It fifty pictures a year were made like mine, perhaps people wouldn't go
to war.

Samuel Fuller, director of Steel Helmet, Fixed

Bayonets, China Gate, MerrilPs Marauders, etc., etc.

Time and time again, Hollywood films with a war theme appear
before the public and are greeted warmly as eloquent pleas for under-

standing and peace. Often the praise for these films goes so far as to

consider them pacifist statements. Recent examples include Paths

of Glory, Bridge on the River Kwai, Pork Chop Hill, On the Beach,
and The World, the Flesh and the Devil. And yet not one of these

films can stand careful scrutiny as a pacifist document, nor can they

collectively compensate for the much larger amount of screen time

devoted to more vainglorious and dangerous material. The pacifist,

rarely portrayed at all, is generally misrepresented beyond sympathy.
The concerned citizen is given no alternative to the status quo,

which by actual support or by default becomes all that is conceivable.

Hollywood is rarely in the vanguard of a generation's thoughts or
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morals, but when dealing with war and peace it reveals itself as a

safe, free-wheeling harbinger of laissez faire.

At least in the Western cinema, the definitive "anti-war" film,,

ever since 1930, has been Lewis Milestone's All Quiet on the Western

Front. It has had to be. For the field is a barren one, littered with

half-realized good intentions, victims of prevailing states of mind.

Occasionally, we may be grateful for some of the attempts, but when
the Hollywood war film product is taken as a whole, there are rea-

sonable grounds for despair. The better ones, which are also failures,

divert most of us from a realization of how bad the others are: very
often bad in themselves, but in sum also bad in the sense of danger-

ous, since they reveal a dangerous lack of interest in the requirements
for survival, and perhaps even an insincerity about peace.

And, the trouble is, even the good ones are not good enough. With
the release of Stanley Kubrick's Paths of Glory (1957) many critics

felt that at last they had a film to rank with Milestone's. In the

English language journals this support came most notably from

Gavin Lambert1 and Hollis Alpert.
2 Gavin Lambert particularly is

impressed with its contemporary relevance. By showing the gulf be-

tween the leaders and the led, it shows war itself as an extended

struggle for power, relevant (he thinks) because it tends to confirm

our feeling that a third world war would be little more than another

extension of the policies of peace, quite remote from the lives of most

people. The film does make quite an impression, both for its point
of view and because of the virtuosity of its presentation. But it is

hard to accept that Gavin Lambert can be right when he says, "It

is difficult to imagine a film about war that could have a more

stunning impact today." The argument of the film often is as much

against the methods of war as it is against war itself. There never

seems to be any doubt in anyone's mind that the war itself is nec-

essary. There is a disagreement only about what constitutes proper
conduct. This in itself would be sufficiently provocative if it were

shown that the "errors" of the generals derived directly from their

participation in command that they were inevitable and necessary.

But, on the contrary, the estrangement with which Kubrick is dealing

1. Sight and Sound, Winter, 1957/58.
2. Saturday Review, 21 December
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is largely carried over from peacetime distinctions of class, and since

these class distinctions are no longer an important social influence,
the film's contemporary relevance is severely limited. Indeed the

generals belong to that fading class which, von Stroheim's camp
commandant admits (in Renoir's Grand Illusion), has overstayed
its welcome. The estrangement of today is no longer that of aristocrat

and mercenary, but of technologist and lay soldier.

If Paths of Glory is not, strictly speaking, relevant or even realistic

(although it remains a brilliantly theatrical film), what are the is-

sues for the contemporary dramatist, writer, filmmaker who has a
care for the state of his universe, or a flair for reporting it? There

is, at one end of the list, the issue of survival. We do not have to

argue this from a position of pacifist anguish. The evidence is all

around us the current systems of taxation and the approved distri-

bution of revenue are sufficient testimony. When more than half the

United States budget is allocated to defense and the preparation for

war, we are in a situation of continuous emergency. And yet, if this

calls for concern, little of it is reflected in the Hollywood product.
We have apparently to take for granted that modern weaponry guar-
antees rather than threatens security; and those who dissent are

either being subjective (the reporter in I Aim at the Stars dislikes

Braun but only because his wife and kids were killed in a V-2 raid

in London), or are unstable (the scientist in On the Beach drinks

too much).
And there are the other questions of humanity which lie between

us and total extinction. What attempt has there been to explore the

morality of revenge, of patriotism itself, of the relationship between
tactical requirements (blowing up a railroad junction) and the rights
of a civilian population (killed just because they live on its per-
imeter) ?

We have move a long way from the time of the mercenary. In
World War II, with most of the population directly connected to the
war effort, we lost forever the easy distinction between civilian and
soldier. Because London and Coventry were bombed, we accepted
the looo-bomber raids over the Ruhr, even felt proud of them. And
this no doubt led us through the incendiary raids on Tokyo to the

annihilation of Nagasaki and Hiroshima. Just as soon as the re-

straining distinction was lost, there was nothing to prevent the in-
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evitable progression to our present position where nations threaten

each other, not through the agency of armies, but directly, face to

face, en masse. We are all in danger, not only our military repre-

sentatives. And yet we are strangely silent.

And the cinema is as silent as the people, as perhaps it must be

in a commercially dominated industry. If we feel that we were tricked

into accepting a double standard (an enemy is bad when it bombs,
we are not), we do not show our displeasure. And there were other

deceptions. When Japan bombed Pearl Harbor, Japanese-Americans
in the Pacific Coast states were shipped to the interior and incar-

cerated. When Italy attacked France, Italian ice-cream parlors in

Scotland were stoned and ransacked and we believed the soft drinks

to be poisoned. These actions and feelings were fostered; and al-

though it may be argued that they were "good for morale," after the

event there is need for redress. There has, since the war, been a

private as well as an official government rapprochement with the

former enemy. But the literature accommodating this change of heart

with the history of our conduct in the last world war is remarkably
thin. And the cinema reflects this thinness. Without an explicit recon-

ciliation, justifying or rejecting or modifying our wartime attitudes,

we fall prey to the day-by-day exigencies and expediencies of the

cold war, in which former enemies and allies change places with

facility.

The pacifist argument, even in its simplest, purest form, must

always be a difficult one. But, beyond the controversies, there is

undoubtedly dramatic material in its application, even after the

event. During a war we can at least understand a tactician who

argues that we should avoid disaster. If victory by the enemy would
mean disaster, then we have a practical as well as an allegedly moral

duty to support any resistance. Thus, during war, films which bolster

morale are to be expected. No one can deny that a laissez-faire atti-

tude to Hitler permitted him to commit one atrocity after the other

and, since the German army was his agent, it was easy to conclude

that this army must be defeated, with the hope perhaps that less

suffering would result in the long run. This, then, was grand, almost

classical dramatic material. But today we have as often as not to

return to that time (or to Greece or Rome or the Alamo) for epic
material. For now the circumstances are different. We cannot as
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easily convince ourselves that the Russian or Chinese leaders are

monsters. Other leaders behave just as badly but are on our side

Franco, Chiang Kai-shek and until recently Syngman Rhee and

Trujillo. In other ways we are confused. Our government wants to

free the Soviet satellites, but not the victims of South African

apartheid. The confusion that undoubtedly exists in men's minds con-

tains the seed of considerable drama. Pacifist or not, we exist in a

turmoil, but our screens remain placid.

It is no longer possible to maintain the simple contrast between

good and evil which was applied in 1939 in Europe and after Pearl

Harbor in the United States. But if this is true the basis of the

traditional patriotic argument is undermined, and we are only be-

ginning to fumble for something to replace it. Current World War II

pictures involve a grotesquely anachronistic return to the simple days
of "hurrah for our side," when such simplicity no longer applies, and

defense is now inseparable from self-destruction. Even if the intel-

lectual resolution were clear, and we were resolved to replace the

traditional patriotic impulses, common sense would be lagging be-

hind. Just as we are still "Newtonian" in our common sense physics

(things "fall" when we "drop" them) ,
so also are we Victorian in our

military sense. We know about nuclear weaponry, but we still talk

of "winning" a war, and fighting for a "good" cause. (Part of the

trouble is that the United States has never lost a war if we can

ignore the Korean stalemate, the Indo-Chinese "rebellion" and the

Cuban fiasco.) What is needed is a thorough reappraisal of all our

military values, at the intellectual as well as the emotional level. The

Hollywood film has failed to reflect an intellectual and emotional

process that has been at the heart of political discussion for the last

ten years. And it is hard to be reassured by the two recent films that

have tried to remove themselves from the existing hurly-burly and
show us what life would be like after an atomic war. They are The

World, the Flesh and the Devil (1959) and Stanley Kramer's On the

Beach (1959).
There is a tendency among film critics to make way for these

films (particularly Kramer's) and hail them as successes. Their sub-

ject matter is more to the present point than say that of Juke Box

Rhythm, Ben Hur, or even, within the war category, Operation Petti-

coat, each quite typical of commercially successful genres. But se-
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rious intention is not enough. If the talent or courage is lacking, the

films about atomic warfare may end by doing more harm than good.

On the Beach is markedly the better film of the two, although it

contains serious and ultimately damning weaknesses. Most of these

derive from the original material, the novel by the late Nevil Shute.

Shute developed a deeply engrossing story line with little apparent
consideration for style of writing or characterization. His people are

remarkably alike, and we arrive at the uneasy conclusion that they

might, without strain, exchange places and read each other's lines.

Two points of view can be taken toward this. The first is favorable,

and maintains that Shute's characters, although similar, are real.

Since people really are bland and homogeneous, the argument con-

tinues, most readers will find their actions acceptable and credible

painfully familiar. They will find themselves involved, because they
are directly represented, and they will accordingly be frightened by
what they read. The other view, which I prefer, is that in a tale of

what purports to be nothing less than the end of our civilization,

Shute's treatment inevitably results in flatness, tedium, and ultimately
an air of falseness, of unreality, in a lack of urgency, where above all

what is required is a vivid representation of the differences between

people. But this complaint itself may be little more than disguised
moral "preaching," based on a feeling that our civilization should

not be so bland, so submissive.

When Hollywood takes over such material, type casting usually

compensates for thin character writing. But here what do we have?

the young Australian lieutenant played by Anthony Perkins, his

mouth twisted into a sidelong grimace for his attempt at a colonial

accent; the near-alcoholic girl starved of elegance and chic, played
much too elegantly by Ava Gardner; the captain of the American

submarine who cannot bring himself to believe in the death of his

wife and children, represented by Gregory Peck with even more than

his customary set of twitches and undramatic pauses from which all

meaning is absent and during which impatience grows; and the

young Australian's wife, simply not played at all (except for one

scene), by newcomer Donna Anderson. The casting is adventurous

only in the case of Fred Astaire, who gives the realistic, somewhat

self-incriminating scientist some individuality. He comes closest to
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making a gesture, by entering a car in the Australian Grand Prix al-

though it is too fast for him to control safely. When he does not kill

himself by this method, he asphyxiates himself in the garage with

the car's exhaust. But this is largely the gesture of a weak man

brilliant but taken to drink, not strong enough to have the woman

he wants when he wants her, and no longer interested when he is the

only man around.

The casting fails not because the actors are ill-chosen but be-

cause known actors were used at all. We cannot believe in the end

of the world when it is represented by such flagrantly successful

heroes and heroines of our escapist fiction. We know we shall see

them again, and if we have been primarily aware of them as them-

selves rather than as the characters they represent (as is usual), the

film is bound to flounder as it reaches its conclusion. As the movie's

end is telegraphed, we are reaching for our coats, not searching our

consciences. We wonder what Peck's next movie will be, and whether

he will get the girl, and keep her, this time.

This distraction emphasizes the banalities of the script (by John
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Paxton and James Lee Barrett) which fails to prevent our growing

feelings of dismay as each clockwork figure works out his own
denouement. Even the good moments are watered down, either in

the writing or the handling. Donna Anderson at least for a moment
suffers *an interesting and credible lapse of emotional control, sitting

listlessly on her bed, brushing her hair limply, ignoring her child

and husband, looking blankly not to the end, but toward England
and a summer vacation. But even this is thrown away. Quite without

transition she is reminiscing with her husband about their first meet-

ing and is ready for her "cup of tea" a euphemism they have

worked out for the suicide pills issued by the government. The feel-

ing grew at this moment that if she had recovered sufficiently from

her shock to face the suicide and infanticide which will save them
and their child from a slow death of sickness and nausea, she might
also be ready for something more energetic than a cup of tea. If we

say that she remains in character, we are more than half way to

admitting that the character in this context lacks interest and lacks

the ability to represent that intense nostalgia for the future, not the

past, which at least some of us would face at the time of our destruc-

tion. At other times Kramer's camera is unnecessarily tricky, work-

ing against what might otherwise have been an emotional scene.

Ava Gardner runs to meet Gregory Peck in their last scene at the

docks, and their heads come together in a dose-up directly in front

of a blinding reflection of the sun in the water, visually interesting,
but out of keeping with the urgency of the lines of dialogue.
The scenes which remain most effective involve subsidiary char-

acters, acted out by unknown performers: the patient, orderly line-up
for death pills in the Melbourne streets; the ship doctor's discovery
that radiation has got to him too and that he can no longer control

a growing feeling of irritability; and perhaps most of all an other-

wise traditionally corny scene between an Australian admiral and his

secretary, both enjoying a rare moment of intimacy as they bid

each other farewell.

Some critics and filmmakers have praised Kramer for what they
call a commendable lack of sensationalism by adhering to Shute's

account in which there is no rioting, no looting, only a quiet orderly
end. But it is also possible that his discretion is his undoing, since he
is led to rely on a sparse group of characters barely capable of rep-
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resenting the whole. It would of course have been too easy and too

obvious to rely heavily on scenes of violence and disorder, but we

might have been given some indication of the gradual decay of

authority, which we might expect to find in such circumstances, in

some quarters. It would not have harmed the characterizations which

exist, such as they are, if we knew that they existed in an environ-

ment where other people were behaving with less decorum.

The fact that no violence was shown suggests to me a conservatism

on the part of Stanley Kramer a reluctance to offend. And this

brings us to the main point.

We are tempted to let Mr. Kramer off the hook, if only because

we come back to a simple question, "How can a film be made in

Hollywood on the effects of radiation?" And the corollary, just as

important, but often forgotten by Hollywood's disclaimers, "If such

a film were made, how do you get an audience into the theaters to

see it?" There is little thirst, at the popular level, for films of despair

and defeat; thus a producer is tempted to trick such a film up with

fancy casting and a theme song (in this case a never ending "Waltz-

ing Matilda"). And even then, Kramer felt sufficiently unsure of his

audience to leave in some more or less successful comedy in a Mel-

bourne dub. If by this point we had been convinced of tragedy, the

comic relief would have been welcome. But as it is, the time seems

wasted; and we are left wondering what is happening, say, at the city

prison, or in a dozen other potentially interesting situations of which

there is never a mention throughout the film. And when Ava Gardner

is given a fanfare entrance as she visits the American captain in his

quarters, we are back in the style of such a war comedy as Operation

Petticoat slick, superficial, and almost breathlessly unrealistic. This

may help to bring an audience in, but not to take it in. We do not

come to feel that we are in the hands of someone who cares deeply
for our civilization. We are left hoping that at worst the kind of

audience which has to be ensnared by these methods will stay long

enough to hear the scientist's two speeches, and to be moved by the

wordless ritual of the submarine's officers, stepping one by one to

the ship's periscope to have their view of the deserted streets and

hills of San Francisco. "The war started," Fred Astaire says at one

point, "when people accepted the idiotic idea that peace could be

maintained by arranging to defend themselves with weapons they
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couldn't possibly use without committing suicide." It is a disaster

for us that the film does so much to make us forget these lines. And
it is a dismal sign of the times if we have to settle for the film as a
whole just to get an audience to hear someone say these things, per-

haps for the first time. And, in the circumstances, this is not too

much to be left with. The scientist, as played by Astaire, is not

everyone's idea of a sympathetic character.8 We are left wondering
about how much authority the audience has been encouraged to give
this scientist's opinion and to what extent they will dismiss it as

defeatist and ill-considered.

But we are no better off with Kramer's only major competitor in

this field, Ranald MacDougalPs The World, the Flesh and the Devil.

This film marches steadfastly from a promising idea through the

syrupy marshes of cliche and ends uncompromisingly confused and
unresolved. Perhaps because it is so monumentally silly it has been
less widely seen. In it a young Negro miner (Harry Belafonte),

trapped by a cave-in somewhere in New York State, emerges five

days later to find that his home town, and also New York City, are

totally deserted evacuated after an atomic war. He concludes that

he is the only person alive. After the initial shock he moves into a

luxury apartment in midtown Manhattan and surrounds himself with

the good things of life which presumably he could not have afforded

in normal circumstances. Later he finds that a girl (Inger Stevens)
also is alive just as blonde Scandinavian New England as he is

black Negro, and conveniently his own age. They fall in love, as

we might expect, but he is kept from intimacy by his oversensitive-

ness to their color. This remains unresolved, almost as if there had
not been an atomic holocaust, until another man (Mel Ferrer) ar-

rives by the river. He is white and hungry, and the conflict is now
worked out quite predictably in terms of the traditional triangle. It

leads to a shooting match, which ends miraculously Harry Bela-

fonte finds himself in front of the United Nations building and

3. He is in many ways the show business "intellectual," a contemporary
stereotype which tends to replace the absentminded professor. We find

him in other popular and "important" writers such as Wouk. He is in a
class with the Quaker or the conscientious objector who is bullied by the

"heroic" sergeant but in the end saves the platoon by wiping out an

enemy tank. Shute and Kramer are wiser than this.
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reads the famous salute to optimism "Ye shall beat your swords

into plowshares. . . ." He throws aside his gun and the three march
off up some street, hand in hand, everything as before, nothing
settled, presumably to live a trois, the better to keep the world going
round.

The science of this film is somewhat more dubious than that of On
the Beach (it is unlikely that radiation which would kill almost

everyone in the world would disappear after five days), and it shares

with Kramer's film the dislike of ever showing anyone dead. There

are no corpses; we are led to believe that everyone fled or "disap-

peared.'' But, apart from this, the thinness of the characterizations,

the unlikeliness of their attitudes, and the weakness of the ending
all seem contrived to doom the film from the start. We are forced

to concentrate on the three unrewarding characters who survived,

rather than on the millions who perished. This is a fatal mistake of

emphasis.

Only in two sequences do we come dose to being moved Bela-

fonte's arrival in New York, the bridges and tunnels packed with

abandoned automobiles, and the streets deserted and silent; and

Belafonte's discovery of some tapes of the last moments, put together

quite efficiently, and movingly, in a calm, documentary manner. In

the first of these sequences, as in many other parts of the film (for

example, the fight sequence), everyone gets admirable support from

the editor, Harold Kress, but this in the end is not enough to save

the film. The conclusion, which resolves nothing, gave the producers
the most trouble. Originally to be called End of the World, and

originally including a less elliptical and unlikely ending, they laid it

aside for about a year hoping, perhaps, for inspiration, perhaps for

the courage of their convictions. We must conclude that once again
the box office won the battle, even before the public at large was

consulted.

The two other major films that have enjoyed some reputation for

their anti-war feeling are Bridge on the River Kwai (1957) and Pork

Chop Hill (1959). Both films showed a tendency to emphasize
heroism rather than absurdity, although both treated an essentially

absurd situation. In the first, a battalion of British prisoners of war

is forced by their Japanese captors to work at the building of a

bridge over the River Kwai, in Burma, under the supervision of
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Japanese engineers. Although this bridge will be used by the Japa-
nese army to ship troops and supplies for its assault on India, the

British commanding officer, Col. Nicholson (Alec Guinness) quite
loses sight of this in his determination to demonstrate before the

Japanese (specifically his opposite number Col. Saito, Sessue Haya-
kawa) the superiority of the British soldier and of British engineer-

ing. This is not a quixotic desire. Nicholson believes the construc-

tion of the bridge will be a British victory (in defeat) and that it

will boost the morale of his men.

Added to this, which is already a rich enough situation, is the de-

termination to destroy the bridge of another group of British soldiers

(the group includes an American soldier, written into the screen-

play, and played by a box-office symbol, William Holden). In the

novel, the attempt to destroy the bridge fails, and the Japanese

troops begin to pour across it to their target. The film changes this

and allows Nicholson (by accident or by intent we never know) to

fall on the plunger, thus bringing "his" bridge to its ruin.

The carnage which this incident involves all but one of the

five major characters are dead and the fact that two separate
forces of British troops had opposite objectives, compels a minor

character, the medical officer, to shout out at the film's conclusion:

"Madness! It's all madness!" But this is far from the feeling of the

audience. By that time there have been too many tricks of dramatic

action, too many sudden switches of character and, curiously, some
bad cutting (we do not know clearly who kills whom at the end),
so that we are left confused but not horrified, stunned by the action,

but blank about its meaning. The film, often brilliant technically,

lacks an over-all point of view, and we must, somewhat against our

willingness, remain uncertain as to its significance. It remains a

grand, brilliantly executed adventure story, with wider possibilities,

for the most part unrealized.

The same is true, although on a different scale, of Pork Chop Hill,

Lewis Milestone's film for Gregory Peck's company. While Kwai oc-

casionally looks and sounds like an epic, Milestone's picture, like so

many of his and other war films, concentrates on a smaller incident,

trying to place it in a larger context. The action here concerns a few

hundred GIs who recapture a hill in Korea and hold it against the

Chinese counterattack. Meanwhile, less than seventy miles away, at
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Panmunjon, the truce talks are in progress. Milestone's interest in

the subject was not in the action itself, which was typical of many
equally bloody, equally frustrating battles in the Korean campaign.
He was intrigued by the possibility of contrasting this effort with the

seemingly arbitrary and dilatory nature of the peace talks. Both sides

wanted the hill, perhaps to save face, perhaps to use it as a bargain-

ing point certainly it is "better" to end a war when your side has

just scored a "victory." Milestone wished to emphasize that the

victory was not worth the trouble, and that the undoubted heroism

of the men led by Lt. demons (Gregory Peck again) remains heroic

only from the point of view of military tactics; but if the point of

view is shifted slightly to include the peace talks and perhaps more

importantly to include the point of view the survivors might be ex-

pected to have a week, a month, or a year after the event, the ab-

surdity and uselessness of the fighting becomes apparent.
To this extent Milestone might have been thought to be trying to

repeat the effect of the last scene in All Quiet, in which a soldier,

thinking he is safe, reaches out over the protection of his trench to

catch a butterfly, and falls to the gun of a sniper. Here also Milestone

tried to contrast two realities in this case the false confidence of the

soldier with the patience of the enemy sniper. Park Chop Hill had to

make a much more general point to be anything more than an action

picture, because the major part of the narrative is concerned with

fighting. He hoped to do this by crosscutting more frequently and

more tellingly to the peace talks from the battle, and to continue the

action beyond the successful completion of the battle. Four days after

the "victory" the truce talks would end, the hill would be neutralized

and given the status of a no man's land. Then, over a shot of the

deserted battlefield, Milestone would have repeated a line of the

existing commentary: "The men who fought there know what they

did, and the meaning of it." This would have given more of the

effect Milestone wanted.

As it is, we have another defeat for the explicit, questioning voice,

another victory for commercial heroics and excitement. Again, as in

Bridge on the River Kwai, the ingredients are there, but a retreat

from them leaves it to the critics to put the pieces together. This they
did to a remarkable extent, to a degree which surprised Milestone

himself. But in general I am left with a confirmed suspicion that al-
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though there is at the critical level an honest desire to find thoughtful

reappraisals of the status quo in the Hollywood product, this is a

long way from the producers' intentions.

I am aware, however, that most attempts to criticize Hollywood
for this or that "deficiency" or "error" read as if they were written

from a great height, from very little actual contact with the men and
women who work and play there. Such detachment is thought neces-

sary and wise, because intimate knowledge of production procedures
and difficulties is considered to be irrelevant to an appraisal of in-

dividual pictures and of trends. Films, as social phenomena, can be

judged at face value.

Clearly, this is the point of view that has been adopted here so

far, bolstered by the premise that the films so far discussed were
more or less pretentious and could be considered justly and ade-

quately in their final form. Only in one case (Milestone) was it nec-

essary to separate the intention from the result, because there was
a significant disagreement between two groups of opinion associated

with the film, the meritorious viewpoint losing to the other.

Film magazines in Europe are on record as admiring Samuel
Fuller's work (for example, Luc Moullet in Cahiers du Cinema,

March, 1959), but his reputation is less assured among the American
critics. When I talked with him recently my intention was not to

find out why. I was curious to get his estimation of war films in

general and his own in particular.

Although war has no glamour, and although most war films, so far

as Samuel Fuller is concerned, lack authenticity, invent heroism,

glorify patriotism, and put an adolescent gloss on battle, there is no
doubt that war has become for him as important as breathing. He
has made other types of films,

4 but it is war which excites him. He
says he does not like it, and there is no reason to doubt this: he was
a rifleman in World War II with the i6th Infantry -Regiment and
was twice decorated in Sicily and in Normandy. He grew to learn,
as he said, "how important it was to know who was on your left and
who was on your right." But he believes that people who are against

4. E.g., the recent Underworld Z7.S-4. and Crimson Kimono; also Park

Row, a story of the newspaper industry and the invention of the lino-

type.



The Bomb, the U.S., the U.S.S.R., and the U.N. / 101

war become hypocritical whenever they try to impose moral sanc-

tions on conduct in war. This he dismisses as crap. Thus he is free,

in a sense, to have the best of both worlds to abhor war, and yet
use it for all its ferocity and drama. He is right when he says that

Steel Helmet and Fixed Bayonets do not glorify war, but the dramatic

possibilities afforded by war seem to be what excite him most. When
I talked to him (just before Thanksgiving, 1960), he was preparing
The Marauders for Warners, from the book by Charlton Ogburn Jr.,

with a screenplay by Elliot Arnold (who wrote Broken Arrow). This

was the first time he was to direct someone else's script, but, as he

said, "I couldn't resist it. It is set in the northern part of Burma and
has to do a lot with the brass Wingate, Mountbatten, Stilwell the

way Wingate worked with Merrill contrasted to the infantry's 700-
mile march. All this against the intrigue with Chiang Kai-shek. Great

stuff! I couldn't say no." He is even more enthusiastic about the film

he hopes to do in 1961 from his own screenplay (later to be a book)
titled The Big Red One. Frequently he has turned down World War
II stories because they were set in "his theater," Europe. (Among
these The Young Lions and Battle Cry.) "The Big Red One will be

big," he told me, "that is, big in the sense of its grasp of the scope
of man. . . . It's the story of World War II, from the first shot to

the last one on V-E Day." He showed me an issue of the Hollywood

Reporter for 3 October 1957 announcing that he was to visit the

various theaters in Europe in search of the "actual people" he met
and fought. Also in the issue were two statements about the First

Infantry Division the "Big Red One" (so-called for the red i on

their emblem). "Ike" was quoted as saying, "The First Division is

my Praetorian Guard." And below a quotation from Rommel,

"Destroy the First Division." This put the subject squarely on the

side of the angels. And luck was on Fuller's side when he returned

to Europe in search of some of the people he had known from Tuni-

sia to Czechoslovakia. He found a Mr. Gibbs from Dorset. "I'll tell

England's story through him. All through the war he wants to grow
a rose. ... I have the first Frenchman I saw on D-Day. I have the

German I shot in the ear. We met him again, though my wife was

embarrassed and apprehensive. But what the hell, I thought, the

war's over now. I could have killed him, but I didn't." These people
were to be used, if they lived long enough, to play their own roles
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in the film. As Sam Fuller described it, his enthusiasm grew and his

plans for the production, descriptions of scenes in it and of its

significance could all be a story in themselves.

The two films which I saw a few days later could not but be anti-

dimactic. Steel Helmet was made in 1950, Fixed Bayonets in 1951:
an exciting period. Truman, or someone, had presented the United

Nations with a fait accompli: American troops were in Korea. And
this time they really did wonder "why they were there." Soon Gen-

eral MacArthur was conducting the campaign in a manner apparently

independent of the General Assembly resolutions. It was a difficult

war to win and, as we saw, in the end the best we could do was to

avoid defeat by a kind of stalemate. There is nothing at all of this

in Fuller's two pictures. He has concentrated almost entirely upon
small squads of men given specific tasks to do, and shot all to hell

doing it. His characters talk a lot about themselves and each other.

Rarely do they question the fighting itself, except in the familiar

stereotypes. The professionals among them are hard put to explain

why they signed on for more. In Steel Helmet there is a reluctant

soldier, concerned about killing, who consistently refuses to explain
himself when badgered by his sergeant. But no one seems to doubt

that when the time comes he will be "reliable." And, at the end, over

a muffled line about (I think) fighting to save the world from war,
he fires away energetically enough: rat-a-tat-tat. In Fixed Bayonets
a corporal does not seek leadership because he has found that he

panics in action and is afraid to kill a man. His sergeant tries to talk

him out of his troubles, "Remember it's not a man you're shooting:
it's the enemy."

This could be good material, even though familiar, if there were

anything like a balance of characterization between the man who
is by now an instinctive soldier, hunter, and killer. Unfortunately
the latter is a more common figure in our adventure fiction. We do
not know how he can "smell" the enemy even when his outposts

(mistakenly) tell him there is nothing to be seen (in a moment they
are overrun and killed) ; but his ability to do so is certainly impres-
sive, and in a strange way comes off. Perhaps we take it as short-

hand for a more complex statement of experience, events observed,
and lessons learned. But the man who cannot shoot is another matter,

considerably more complex. He runs counter to popular superstition



which is essentially optimistic and feeds on heroes. There is some-

thing wrong with a man who cannot kill; the man who can and does

becomes the hero. Actually, of course, there is nothing wrong with a

man who cannot kill; but every actor who re-creates this reluctance

is encouraged to do so as if it were some strange sickness of the mind.

Unfortunately Richard Basehart in this film is no exception.

Probably Fuller's films are more authentic than his competitors*.

But his characters have an odd habit of bunching up (for the

camera) in situations where presumably they would not in action.

As it is, we see a lot of men getting shot this way. Fuller criticizes

other war films for their inability to catch the way men speak, but

in fact his dialogue is about the weakest part of these two films. When
he is handling action he is often exciting; but when he moves in

dose for the very thing that he says interests him most, the emotional

response, his dialogue sags, and the playing of most of his actors

goes down with it. The one truly successful performance is from his

sergeant (Gene Evans). On the whole, officers are denigrated; North

Koreans are gooks; sergeants are hard and efficient and their days
are numbered. "You've got to have the guts to lead" because, *as we

see, you will not last. And this is true enough, and, within limits,
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bears repeating. It might have its side effects. But some of Fuller's

repetition, even within films, begins to sound like self-caricature.

"Strip him of everything we can use, roll him in a blanket, bury
him, and mark him." Thus each sergeant ends his life, and the next

takes up the strands of leadership which he did not seek. Looking
back Jtiow it may be authentic, it may be respectful of the dead, but

it all seems much too contrived. Drama must be contrived, but to

work it must not seem so.

Perhaps Sam Fuller's later films are better managed. There was

assuredly an increase of certainty from the first to the second of his

war films. But whatever is true of the later ones, it is these two,

particularly the first, that he remembers with pride. Undoubtedly
however he is in many ways saving himself and his financial backers

for The Big Red One, which is likely to be a blockbuster his first.

It is hard to believe that he can "tell England" through a man
who wants to grow a rose all through the war. But there are other

scenes which he described to me which are more powerful in their

impact. He identifies himself in conversation quite completely with

the European battles, so that perhaps in this case he will get past
the first easy authenticity to the actual nub of men's feelings in war.

If this were to happen, he has enough savagery in him to make a
film of considerable force and significance. "In war men become

animals," he told me. But if he would show this he will have to go
much further than he has gone so far. The sergeant in Steel Helmet
who kills the prisoner of war does so with all our traditional hero-

worship blessings, so to speak, since the prisoner has just sneered, in

the nastiest way possible, at a young Korean boy's hopeless and
ineffectual prayer sheet which failed to save him from a sniper's
bullet. This is a loaded scene, much less savage than another in

The Naked and The Dead where a sergeant does, quite arbitrarily,
shoot down a prisoner. And also he will have to lay aside the distinctly
adolescent dialogues of social comment as exemplified in Steel Helmet
when the PW tries to persuade the Nisei and the Negro GIs that they
are fighting on the wrong side.

The remainder of recent Hollywood war films do not serve to

reassure us. Even if we can find a way to disregard the Civil War
exercises and the wars against the Indians, we are left feeling jaded
and distinctly uneasy. There is a tendency in critical journals to con-
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centrate on the well made or the pretentious film and to forget that

the routine picture is also produced, distributed and seen that it

reaches its audience, has its effect (or fails to), and returns its cost

to the producers who go on, presumably, to make another one. This
selective practice on the part of critics and through them on the part
of the so-called informed public, allows a more optimistic impression
of Hollywood's influence on the status quo than the record merits.

I do not know of any other ^ay to support this negative report than

to examine the product. We discover that Hollywood (after the

popular press) has become the Pentagon's best publicist, although
all the formal, explicit connections were presumably severed in 1945.
We must unfortunately compare the Pentagon's success in con-

sistently finding sympathetic ears in Hollywood to the United Na-
tions' failure of a few years ago when their Hollywood representative

Mogens Skot-Hansen withdrew regretfully concluding that the

amount of influence he was able to have on Hollywood scripts and

productions did not justify the expense of his salary.

All this becomes clearer when we have the example of the films

before us. And we cannot be reassured by the knowledge that the

defeated nations of World War II have often a better record. Ger-

many, for example, after an understandably confused beginning, has

recently been producing films (in both Eastern and Western zones)
which show clearly a maturity of viewpoint missing in the American
film. (I am thinking specifically of Stars, Aren't We Wonderful, and
The Rest Is Silence.) The same is true of Japan. Perhaps because of

the major social upheaval which followed the war, many thoughtful
films have appeared there (Children of Hiroshima, To Live in Fear,

Harp of Burma, The Human Condition). Italy, an uneasy member
of the alliance, committed itself quickly in film, through the work
of Rossellini and deSica, but subsequently their taste has faltered.

By far the most distasteful film about war to be produced in recent

years was the Italian "comedy" The Great War3 which was expen-

sively pushed during 1960 for an Oscar. Even Rossellini's General

della Rovere does not manage to get on top of Italy's peculiarly

equivocal place in the war, although, more happily, it has re-

established Rossellini as a popular director. And, on the whole, Italy's

brilliant new directors have had considerably less success with war

subjects than with the theme of a troubled and restless peace.
The Soviet Union, which suffered in every way considerably more
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damage in the war than did the United States, succeeds occasionally
to penetrate the Cold War with a warming film. In spite of the last

speech in The Cranes Are Flying, delivered by an
official-looking

propagandist, its director Kalatazov often manages to make us feel

that war is not inevitable, and that if it is, it will extract an enor-

mous toll in personal liberty and individual suffering quite apart
from the loss of life or limb. Ballad of a Soldier is no better and no

worse than a kind of film which Hollywood used to be quite good at

making (notably in the thirties), but its thoroughly sentimental

study of a boy's adventures as he goes home on leave to visit his

mother makes it a little more difficult to think of the Russians as the

abstract "enemy." What similar film of recent vintage would we want
to send to Russia?

And sifcce the death of Stalin we have been permitted to see

some of the work going on in the "satellites" notably Poland. We
have seen the work of Andrzej Wajda A Generation, Kanal, and
Ashes and Diamonds and of Andrzej Munk, notably Eroica. And
these are not, by our standards, "free" countries.

It would be thoroughly disheartening if we had to conclude that

what is wrong with our industry is simply that it is organized on

capitalist lines. But it is at least true that such an industry, loosely

organized, has no specific morality to apply or even to depart from

save the real or imagined dictates of the box office. We seem to be

committed, or have allowed ourselves to be committed to a style of

film production which escapes from the political necessities of our

time. We are accordingly at the mercy of the cold war influences,

without any clear understanding of their nature and without any
strongly felt need to inquire. The characters in our films fly their

planes, sail their ships, and ride their tanks using a terminology
which derives less from a political philosophy than from a blind

faith that even now, in the midst of nuclear armament, God is on
our side against the heathen and the barbarian. If we are to justify

our "free democracy" as a genuine alternative to the totalitarian

methods of other states, we must surely do better than this.

The argument with the American film industry must be that it, in

company with the government and with the public at large, has

failed to make the important distinction between what the public
wants and what it needs. But so long as Hollywood is an industry,
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with the same responsibilities to operate at a profit as any other

industry, it is hard (again) to see how we can single it out for blame.

In criticizing the Hollywood product we are criticizing the society
of which Hollywood is a part.

As w$ saw at the outset, Paths of Glory was praised for illustrating

the gap between the leaders and the led. But it may be less impor-
tant to be aware of this gap (and by extension the gap between gov-
ernment and governed) than to admit that the circumstances are

almost entirely absent that would permit most people to feel re-

sponsible for their future. Of course the technical machinery for pop-
ular control of government is there (we cannot conduct government
in a nuclear age through public opinion, but we can shape govern-
ment policy). What is lacking, perhaps almost entirely, is the desire

for control. And this is lacking, arguably, because we find ourselves

faced with an unprecedented problem and because we have already
left behind too many decisions hastily made in the heat of battle, now
slurred over by victory, time, exhaustion, personal loss and the con-

tinuing, though perhaps in part artificially created, sense of fear

and mistrust. It is entirely reasonable, in the circumstances, to feel

irresponsible, because the methods of reaching responsible decisions

are so complex. But it is also entirely reasonable for others to attack

this aspect of the status quo and to demand that the cinema contrib-

ute to this attack.

We need to find an explanation for the fact that whereas the

government projesses it does not want war, there are no films being
made which make us feel that war would be a calamity. In the two

films made so far about World War III, as we saw, nobody dies. At

least, nobody dies in front of camera. Are we then to conclude that

we are hypocritical, as the Communists are never tired of alleging?
Or should be conclude that we are, at least in part, guilty of confusion

and a mistaken intention trying too often to do through the Holly-
wood situation what can never be accomplished there. Perhaps we
should agree that Hollywood should be left to its own devices, and

we should search for other patterns, other approaches to production
and to the audience, than through the Hollywood fiction drama.

Even among those directors and screenwriters who wish to work

substantially within the entertainment conventions there is already
evident a widespread dissatisfaction with the restrictions and habits



of the Hollywood methodology. And outside Hollywood the noise is

even louder.5 But what other opportunities are there?

It is not reassuring to hear of the pressures put upon the producers
of the United Nations film Power Among Men by its multi-nation

committee of sponsors. This must have had something to do with the

film's over-all flatness. It remains a remarkable film because it is

almost alone in its attempt to dramatize the urgent necessity of a

solution for the problems created by contemporary society's depend-
ence on mechanical power of various kinds. It rightly makes the

point that the search for new forms of power will by default be-

come a military struggle unless we are successfully on our guard.
But this partial success, and the various snatches and sections of

other films cannot satisfy us, and they cannot fill the gap.
A revitalized, subsidized documentary movement might. Those

5. See for example Dwigty Macdonald's article in the Summer, 1960, Dis-

sent, and Arthur Knight's article in the Saturday Review for 4 December

1960.
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working in American documentary have the talent, and the wit, and
the willingness all they need is support: George Stoney, Ricky Lea-

cock, Terence McCartney-Filgate, Willard Van Dyke, Shirley Clarke

and the hundreds of young university film department graduates
who every year kick around Hollywood or New York before drifting
into production with still other universities or aircraft companies or

with the advertising agencies. If the new President would have the

insight to send out with each section of the Peace Corps a com-

petent cameraman-recordist, we would begin to have the foundation

for a national information service, more vivid and more sympathetic
than the daily press. Perhaps the appointment of Edward R. Murrow
to the Washington office of the United States Information Agency
will provide the necessary stimulus. It is sorely needed. The founda-

tions have shown, unfortunately, time and time again, that they have

little sympathy with or understanding of the possible role of film in

a national education movement. We speak of an ever-increasing use

of audio-visual devices in schools and colleges, but we give little

thought to what will be projected by these devices. As any teacher

knows who must use film, he is forced back time and time again to

the company-sponsored films which sell as they teach, or to the

libraries of foreign information services, such as the Canadian or the

British. Since the New Deal there has been almost no official Con-

gressional support for the documentary film. Such support is com-

monplace in Europe and in the Soviet Union. There are many ways
to do it: outright subsidy; subsidy through a non-governmental

agency financed from taxes; laws requiring the apportionment of a

certain percentage of screen time to educational material (the method

used in Denmark); or the creation of government and/or semi-

official film units.

Whatever the method, something is needed. Too often we have

found in recent years a shocking public ignorance of the elementary

geographical-political facts which form the bases for official policy.

Kennedy uses maps in his press conferences. How much more com-

forting it would be to believe that these maps served only to illus-

trate an argument rather than to show many people for the first

time where a place is to be found Laos, Quemoy, Matsu, Angola,
the Congo.
The United States was once willingly isolationist. Now, by its



no / Film: Book 2

strength, it finds itself isolated again, uncertain how to conduct it-

self. At the same time Britain, one of her principal allies, is also in

doubt, also uncertain of her stature, and thus led into nostalgia for a

period when there was no doubt, when she was a major power. This

nostalgia shows in her films. But America's uncertainty is necessarily
of a different order; it is not even explicit. But it is evidenced, in the

cinema, by the confusion of themes, the irresoluteness of its at-

tempts at liberalism, and its too frequent resort (or return) to bru-

tality and violence as a solution to the problems with which it con-

fronts itself. Explicit, acknowledged uncertainty can be dealt with,
but the kind that is concealed must only lead to further confusion

(neurosis), brashness (defensive violence), or wishful thinking (sen-

timentality).

Hollywood does little more than reflect this condition, although by
doing so it might be thought to be consolidating it. But since it is not

the creator of the condition, the desire to change its function must
come from without, rather than from within.

The task of making the films is the task of the individual artists,

and there is little that the critics or the public can do to help them.

But when it is a question of point of view or of content rather than

of style or artistry, the public undoubtedly has a role. It need only

stay away from the current product for Hollywood to change its line.

But since this is too much to hope for, because it contradicts the

available evidence, we must assume that there can be little hope of

change without sponsored support for productions which go against
the popular tide in dealing with contemporary realities and needs. It

seems certain that without such support, or without a gradual

change in the audience's point of view, the few half-hearted or

partially successful attacks upon the status quo will continue to be

attempted within a commercial system which is not designed to ac-

commodate them. And they will exist side by side with a large vac-

uum of silence, a silence which would prove fatal in time of emer-

gency and stress.



THE USES OF HISTORY

Eastern Europe

Neil Morris

I think we all turn our memories back to the occupation because the

present has grown out of it. In the acute tension of wartime everything
is seen clearly, conflicts are sharper. Today everything is less clearly

denned, therefore we return to the time of the occupation. Besides, it

is necessary from time to time to warn and remind people lest they

forget. The concentration camps still exist, the smell of death still lingers

in the crematorium, the families of the victims are still alive and many
of the SS men have not yet reached their prime. The SS men that

threw my mother into the crematorium are only 4p years old, they are

younger than I am. . . . Film is photographic presentation of the con-

temporary scene I think what happened fifteen years ago is still very

contemporary. . . .

Jifi Weiss, apropos of his film Romeo, Juliet, and Darkness.

. . . There is, finally, a further sphere with which we have not yet
dealt quite adequately. Only in insufficient measure are we experiencing
in our cinemas the great themes of international solidarity and the fight

for peace.

Sergei Yutkevitch, discussing the Soviet film

industry in an interview for the East German

monthly, Deutsche Filmkunst, August, 1960.

A recent British film, Ronald Neame's Tunes of Glory, contains

a scene in which a number of recruits are undergoing bayonet drill.

One of them is halfhearted and has to be encouraged. An officer tells

him to imagine that the stuffed dummy he is charging is someone he

hates the drill sergeant. Inhibitions removed, the soldier drives
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home the bayonet with doubled energy. The rest of the squad,

gathered round, grin their approval. Tunes of Glory doesn't set out

to be an anti-militarist exposS. It does (to give it its due) provide
a by no means uncritical account of the mores of a crack Scots regi-

ment in peacetime; but this is incidental to a psychological study
of the conflict between two rival colonels. And since our sympathies
have to be balanced carefully between the two men, one an ascetic,

the other a barbarian, the film never allows itself to condemn too

stringently the code by which the latter (the encouraging officer)

lives. In the episode of the bayonet drill, an audience is not en-

couraged to react differently from the watching men. The scene gets
a laugh.

It is not a scene one would expect to find, similarly treated, in an

East European film. In the Yugoslav Don't Look Back, My Son

(1956), directed by Branko Bauer, a partisan on the run returns

to his home town to find his son a pupil of a Nazi-organized school.

Through the playground railings, he sees the child with his class-

mates. Urged on to the point of hysteria by an instructor, the small

boys are bayoneting a dummy in the belly. Sickened, the father

turns away, to plan his son's escape from the school. The images are

such that our response, unambiguously dictated, is that of the father.

We share his revulsion.

The two sequences are not strictly comparable. More fairly, set the

stifling world of the prisoner of war camp in the Polish Eroica

against that of Billy Wilder's Stalag 17. The differences are too great
to be accounted for entirely in terms of noncommercial versus com-

mercial cinema, or the superiority of one director's sensibility, or

script, over another's; the simplest of the reasons is plainly a matter

of historical experience.
We may be apt to forget too easily what Eastern Europe suffered

in the last war. Poland lost over a fifth of her population, Yugoslavia
more than a tenth, the Soviet Union a fifteenth. Of the countries

aligned against the Axis, all were invaded. The war meant not only
uniformed combat (on the Soviet front the most desperate of any
campaign) and destruction on a scale not yet entirely repaired, but
the physical and psychological privation of occupation, mass execu-

tions, the labor and concentration camps. It involved not only, in-

deed not primarily, armies, but the whole of civilian populations. It
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left a scar on the consciousness of a generation. This experience the

cinema reflects with an image of war almost stripped of at least its

surface glamour, an emphasis less on battle than on the disruption
of society, on divisions extending even within families, on the thrust-

ing into prominence, under intolerable pressures, of individual

strengths and weaknesses previously only latent. The films owe their

impact, their realism and urgency, to the impact of the war itself.

But the war ended over fifteen years ago. The output of East

European war films seems at last to be slackening, but it has con-

tinued to dominate serious production to an extent far greater than

in the West (France which also suffered the ravages of occupation

included) almost to the present day. To account for this we have

to recognize a link, a development from the war to the present that

exists in Eastern Europe as it does not in the West. For the war pre-

cipitated immense political change in the countries now termed

people's democracies. It was part of a process that continued beyond
1945. Films about the war may be aspects of accommodation to the

present. And not only is it easier, less hazardous, in a changing so-

ciety and an uncertain political climate, to treat the past rather than

the present; the present may be dealt with obliquely through the

past. One of the characteristic themes of these war films the re-

sponse and responsibility of the citizen under tyranny has as

actual a bearing on life under Stalinism as under Nazi occupation.
The films are not a set of variations on the theme of war. They
serve many purposes and may reflect a complex of attitudes. An at-

tempt such as the present one to extricate and isolate an attitude to

war itself is bound to be artificial.

The filmmaker is nearly always, in the economic nature of things,

captive. Whatever individual vision he may have must be accom-

modated to the demands of either (under capitalism) the box office

or (under communism) a "cultural policy" which tends to be geared
to political expediency. If the films to be considered here are genuine
reflections of national feeling, often they have also an overt political

utility, a function as internal or external propaganda. The extent to

which this is so, differs markedly from country to country and period
to period, and the differences need to be defined. But whether or not

they are directly propagandist, films about war (from West and East

alike) are a part and a product of the cold war. Where their treat-
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ment of war is ambivalent, it is as a consequence of their relation to

policies and modes of thought that are contradictory because born

of a central contradiction an arms race to preserve peace. War is

loathsome, but if we are to endorse the necessity of preparing for it

anew we must avoid giving the grounds for our horror at its recur-

rence too precise a definition. Thus, in the West, our missiles are

not aptly christened Despotter or Violator, but amiably anthropo-

morphized as Davy Crockett, Honest John, Little John; given a

schoolboy scientific glamour as Blue Streak, Blue Steel, Minuteman]
or the comforting remoteness of the mythological Thor, Atlas, Titan.

In such a context, even the more serious of our films about war both

warn and lull. They express our fears, but only within limits. They
rarely break free of conventions outmoded even before the advances

of modern weaponry made them finally obsolete: the isolated battle-

field as a showground for valor, and within it the fiction that death

by gunshot wound in the stomach is painless and almost unremark-

able. In Eastern Europe the fears are arguably more acute. They are

grounded in more bitter experience, in a greater sense of helplessness,
of being pawns in the game, arising out of geographical vulnerability
and a subservience to the political leader of the bloc, the Soviet

Union, even more passive than that of the members of the Western
alliance to the United States. The films are more realistic; they break

the conventions. How much further do they, can they, go? Has their

account of the past the kind of relevance to the present that sends

an audience out of the cinema emboldened to discriminate, to ques-
tion the moral and political imperatives that surround them here

and now?

II

Since I have reached the point of distinguishing between the Soviet

Union and the rest of the Soviet bloc, it seems apt to look first at

the Soviet films.

The political and structural changes of which the Twentieth

Congress was a statement and a product were as significant for the
film industry as for any other branch of productive activity. Stalin-

ism stifled Soviet cinema, and in the immediate postwar years and
the early fifties both the quality and output of films fell steeply. Two



major works, The Fall of Berlin (1949) and The Battle of Stalingrad

(1950) provide a representative view of the war in this period. Both

immensely long, they mingle mass scenes of an exceptional savagery
from the fighting line with dramatizations of the meetings of states-

men and generals, both Axis and Allied, among the latter sequences
of almost megalomaniac proportions showing Stalin as director of

operations. They are both official histories and hymns to the glory

of the Leader, the Party, and the Red Army. They met the needs of

a present in which effort toward reconstruction and reconsolidation

was to be marshalled through the example of past unity and sacrifice.

Both films have now been officially withdrawn from circulation, but

some of the attitudes they express have survived them.

The film which seemed to mark the arrival of a new, post-Stalinist

era was Mikhail Kalatozov's The Cranes are Flying. It is a re-

markable work, from many points of view, perhaps most of all in

its sheer scale. Through the history of its heroine, from the beginning
to the end of the war, it gives an account of a people at war which

covers a gamut of experience and variety of locale so great as to

appear almost synoptic. And this is seen with a humanity which, at

the time of the film's release in 1957, took many of us by surprise,

and rendered with a technical bravura that brought talk of a revival

of the long moribund tradition of the Soviet cinema of the twenties.

Considered now, four years later, the humanity of The Cranes
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seems undeniable. Its technique has little in common with that of

"intellectual" cinema, but works to generate feeling, to give incident

as high an emotional charge as possible. Where, on occasion, we feel

the technical means to be obtrusive, it is because we are aware of a

discrepancy between the raw material, the persons and situations, and
this emotional charge, what we are being induced to feel about them.

An example is the scene (the worst in the film) that culminates in

Veronica's seduction. Here the noise of exploding bombs, the break-

ing glass, the flapping curtains, the lurid lights, the earlier heavy
camera angling to induce a sense of tension through the composition
of the shot all this does not convince us of the psychological truth

of her capitulation. The scene is melodrama, not drama, and the air

raid is only a backdrop. The scene is vital to the needs of the plot:
it leads to Veronica's marriage and betrayal of her love. And its

falsity makes us aware that the relation of the plot, of the personal
drama of the characters, to the larger and convincingly rendered

drama of the war that frames it is often a good deal less than in-

evitable.

Alongside those parts of the film that seem overwrought are others

where one is conscious of an equally apparent understatement. This
is most notable in the final sequence, the soldiers' homecoming. It

.contains a variety of material: the rejoicing at reunion a baby
thrust high into the air by its returning father; against this an old
man with no one to welcome, and the figure of Veronica, in white,
with flowers; behind everything the sound of the brass band and the
official panegyric for the returning heroes. But the total impact of the
scene amounts to less than the sum of its parts. The irony latent in

the contrasts between public, official, and private emotions is stifled,
as if not allowed open statement, and the panegyric takes an uneasy
precedence, against the real current of the scene.

But in spite of all this the film as a whole convinces. It has a
breadth and sweep, a quality of epic, that are irresistible. And this

epic quality depends upon and indicates the presence of a public
for whom the events the film shows and the frame of reference in
which it shows them are common and current property. From the

certainty of such a response the film draws its strength as art. Its
artistic weaknesses, the sense of strain, of incongruity that I have
tried to define are the marks of its attempt to extend the accepted
frame of reference, to break new ground. It is very clearly a product
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of a period of transition. It is more than "official" history; but if it

does admit satire at the expense of a factory committee overeager to

pack off its heroes, and gives us a father who not only does not en-

courage his son to go to war but berates his foolhardiness in volun-

teering, it does not show, say, that a large part of the population of

Moscow panicked at the outbreak of the war. Similarly, its characters

are more than the old stereotypes; but they are simplified.

For the Soviet Union, the war against Germany has become,

publicly at least, the Great Patriotic War, its suffering hallowed be-

cause in the service of a national-political ideal, the final victory

demonstrating the power of the state in which the ideal is enshrined.

The, Cranes are Flying alters the viewpoint, sees*war in more human
and humane terms. Its strengths and weaknesses indicate the dif-

ficulties inherent in such an attempt, or (to put it more optimis-

tically) the inevitable stresses of what amounts almost to a devel-

opment in consciousness.

An indication of the extent to which this development was real

and permanent may be provided by Sergei Bondarchuk's Fate oj a

Man, made more than two years later, in 1959, and based on a

Sholokhov short story. Its hero, Sokolov, is a private soldier. At the

outbreak of war he leaves his wife and children for the army. Before

reaching the front he is taken prisoner and put to forced labor. He
escapes, is recaptured three days later, and spends two years in a

concentration camp. He is then pressed into service as chauffeur for

a German major, whom finally he kidnaps and drives over the

Soviet lines. He learns that his wife and daughters have been killed

and his home destroyed by a bomb, and that his son is killed. He
attends the funeral. Demobilized, he finds work as a truck driver,

and in his bereavement adopts a child orphaned by the war.

As this curtailed synopsis suggests, the film is all that its title

implies. Its account of the war from the viewpoint of a soldier has

a comprehensiveness even greater than the panorama of the home
front provided in The Cranes are Flying. Its technique is almost as

brilliant as that of the earlier film, but more surely controlled. It is

in the first instance a piece of documentation, a record of the suffer-

ing of the war, and the circumstances in which it was inflicted.

But the film is not a documentary, and it must be viewed as a

whole. One cannot separate the hero from what he undergoes. The
film has even more of the qualities of an epic than The Cranes, above
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all it has a true epic hero. Sokolov, although a far more credible

figure than the steelworker-soldier whose career provides the nar-

rative linkage in The Fall of Berlin, is not simply a suffering man,
but Soviet man. And in the drinking bout scene the film's framework

of realism has to give way to accommodate him. The old demands are

once more being met.

The soldier of Grigori Choukhrai's Ballad of a Soldier (1960) is

a more modest figure. He is not a man at all, but a stripling, and his

first act exhibits not heroism but what we are accustomed to call

cowardice: left alone in a gun emplacement to face the onset of

enemy tanks, he turns and runs. He becomes a hero in spite of him-

self when, out of sheer desperation and an instinct for self-preserva-

tion, he checks his flight and manages to knock out two of the tanks

single-handed. As a result he is mentioned in dispatches and given
leave to visit his mother. The film chronicles his long journey by
train across half a continent, a journey broken by a number of en-

counters, the longest of them with the girl with whom he falls in

love. These encounters are the verses of the "ballad," the journeying
that alternates with them, its refrain. For me, the parts of this

structure don't quite cohere. But this is no more than a failure in

execution, the conception remains dear enough. If The Cranes are

Flying and Fate of a Man are epics, Ballad of a Soldier is a morality:
its hero, Alyosha, and his encounters have the traditional moral

simplicity. Among the people he meets are a soldier on crutches,
afraid that his wife will reject him because he is crippled; the wife,
who on the contrary has waited to welcome him with love; a train

guard who demands a bribe for a place in a goods wagon and the

lieutenant who punishes this cupidity; a soldier's faithless wife, too

weak to stand long separation, who has taken a lover; the old father

of this soldier, proud of his son and eager for news of him. It is not

simply a Western oversophistication that may lead us to find that

the film's simplicity is often achieved at the cost of oversimplifica-
tion. But this can blind us to the real originality of the film's con-

ception, to an intimacy in the depiction of people under the stress of

war which, in Soviet cinema, is both new and welcomed. 1 And if as a
whole we are still invited to judge these people the film's minor
characters according to their adequacy in standing up against the

i. A foretaste of this was given by Choukhrai's earlier The 4ist (1956).
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opportunities for misconduct the war offers this standard of judg-
ment is embodied in Alyosha, a consciousness only partly formed and
still open to change by experience. It has therefore a degree of

flexibility. When, for example, Alyosha turns his back on the faith-

less wife, we are invited to endorse his condemnation, but his in-

experience and her genuine, and fairly presented, statement of her

predicament give us grounds for refusing to do so, to judge by a
standard more humane than that imposed by the necessities of war.

The film marks an advance.

Of course, these necessities were necessities, and on its capacity to

adapt itself to them a nation depended for its survival. If one asks

for some implicit qualifying of the platitudes of the speech at the

end of The Cranes are Flying, this is not to deny their truth. The
war against Nazism, as anyone but an unqualified pacifist should

have agreed at its outset and would agree today, was itself a neces-

sity. This much is history. But if our survival then may have

depended on our will to fight, our survival today depends on our
will not to. Many of the attitudes which were obligatory when the

war was being fought are today both archaic and dangerous, and an
art that perpetuates them, however salutary some of the other at-

titudes it embodies may be, is severely limited in its validity.

The Yugoslav The Valley of Peace was made in 1956 and directed

by France Stiglic (whose later The Ninth Circle was much-praised).
Its story is of two war orphans, an eight-year-old Slovene boy,

Marko, and a three-year-old German girl, Lotti, from a border local-

ity containing a German minority, who meet at an assembly point

prior to evacuation. Not wishing to be parted from one another, they
run across country in search of a "valley of peace" of which Lotti

has heard in her grandmother's stories and in the existence of which
she devoutly believes, and which Marko identifies with the valley
where his uncle, a miller, lives. The children meet an American

Negro airman, Jim, who has bailed out of his plane, and after initial

fears (the girl has never seen a Negro before) and difficulties in

establishing communication the three join forces, and the airman's

protective relation to the children in the face of the many dangers

they encounter together on the journey becomes almost that of a

(somewhat bewildered) father. Finally they reach the mill in the

valley, to find it deserted. Jim, dying to save the children, is killed
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by a German patrol. The children escape and, convinced that this

cannot after all have been the valley they were seeking, continue

their search.

The exploration of war loses complexity but gains immensely in

force and poignancy by being seen through the eyes of children.

Their exposure to the horror of war (as when they watch the killing
of Jim) and their subjection to its pressures (as in the early scenes

at the assembly point, when they are being labeled and packed off

by kindly but nevertheless authoritarian adults) is doubly moving
simply because they are children. And in the early scenes, as indeed

throughout the film, we find a quality of humor which precludes

sentimentality the obvious danger inherent in the use of children.

And it is not simply an indictment of war, but in the treatment of

the relation between Negro adult (played with a beautiful natural-

ness by John Kitzmiller) and white children, one German, one
Slovene a positive statement of some of the more obvious values of

understanding on which true peace depends.
The Valley of Peace is not typical. The distinction of the best of

the Czech and Yugoslav films about the war is of another, equally
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impressive kind. Most of them deal, inevitably, with the struggle of

the resistance. Where the Yugoslav films have a greater variety and

range of action, and a more immediate excitement, it is because they
deal with a partisan army whose activities were not entirely con-

fined underground or, rather, with the relations between the partisans
and the rest of the community. What the films at their best re-create

is a world in which a gap between public and private morality hardly

exists, with civilians, men and women, whose motives in fighting

against the Nazi occupant were political and personal in equal
measure. The moral choice between resisting or conforming to a

vicious system was in the long run at least synonymous with that

between living and not living, if life was to have any value. In such

a situation personal relations immediately reflect the stresses existing
in the society as a whole. The turmoil outside penetrates to affect,

even govern, the ties of friendship, kinship, marriage, and love

alike.

In the Czech films, set in the stifling world of the "protectorate,"
the scale of the action is even more confined, and the theme is

rendered with a correspondingly greater intensity. Ji?f Weiss' No
Middle Road, also known as Life is the Stake (1956) deals with an

engineer who out of fear for his wife and family and his position
collaborates with the Nazis, first in failing to warn a colleague about

to be taken by the Gestapo, finally by accepting the position of

director of a factory under German control. Unknown to him, his

wife is working for the resistance, risking her life to steal secret

blueprints. The situation comes to a head when she gives shelter to

a friend fleeing from the Gestapo, introducing him to her husband as

her cousin. The husband suspects the man is her lover and hires a

detective to spy on her. After a violent quarrel, the wife tells him
the truth. The detective however leads the Gestapo to the under-

ground group of which the wife is a member, and she is arrested. The
husband saves his own skin by protesting that he knew nothing, and
was taking divorce proceedings. The film's incidents are based on
fact and, as is often, perversely, the case with drama based on fact,

they occasionally strain credulity. But the inner drama of the divi-

sion of a family generally carries conviction, and it is set in exteriors

of an almost documentary quality.
Weiss' more recent Romeo, Jidiet, and Darkness (1960) almost



122 / Film: Book 2

dispenses with exteriors. Its hero is a young Prague student, Pawel,
its heroine, Hanka, the sixteen-year-old Jewish girl he saves from

transportation to an extermination camp and conceals, and whom
he grows to love. The whole atmosphere of the period is conveyed

through the characters, in the relationship between Pawel and Hanka,
in the debates within PawePs family when its members are aware

that he is imperiling their lives by hiding a Jewess, and most of the

film is set in the boy's home and in the small room where the girl is

hidden. This means that (insofar as thef film succeeds) the fusion of

individual and social morality is complete: the quality and value of

the relationships vary according to the adequacy of the people in

resisting and reacting to the demands of the social situation in which

they are placed.

Romeo, Juliet, and Darkness and No Middle Road are at one
level indictments of conformism. The later film is superior by virtue

of the fact that it gives us more grounds for hope. Which is the result

not of any facile, artificially-induced optimism in the treatment (the
film ends with the death of Hanka, who gives herself up to the

Gestapo when she realizes the extent to which she is endangering
Pawel and his mother) but of just the reverse, its nearer approach
to tragedy, where the irrevocability of the doom of the characters

heightens our awareness of the value of their struggle to resist it,

and in so doing heightens our awareness of our own potentialities.
This is to rate the film too highly, to describe the apparent inten-

tion rather than the achievement (thg- central relationship, between
Pawel and Hanka, for example, has a good deal less than the ab-

solute truth of tragedy). But the film points a way for others to fol-

low. For although there is no reason to dispute Weiss* assertion (in
the passage quoted at the head of this essay) that the events he
treats are contemporary, there is no reason either why such a view
of the relation of past and present should not be given an even more

apparent urgency by being seen through a love affair, or any other

dose relationship, set in the present. This has of course been done,
in the West, by Alain Resnais in Hiroshima Mon Amour. But for

Resnais' characters awareness of the significance of their past is no
more than an end in itself; it does not involve the vital recognition
of the necessity and inevitability of action: the actress takes part
in an anti-war film before she comprehends the quality of her per-
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sonal involvement in its theme, and we are not led to believe that

her comprehension gives her a new attitude to her work.

If one's demand is for incitement to action, the East German films

about war appear to fulfil it. But here we are dealing with work
which is usually narrowly political, propagandist in intention, and
which thus poses a problem which may be isolated by looking first

at a documentary. East Germany produces about twenty-five political
documentaries a year, a fair proportion of them devoted more or

less directly to attacks on the Federal Republic. Of these, a rep-
resentative example is Diary for Anne. Ostensibly concerned with the

history of Anne Frank, it begins with a very brief and straightforward
reconstruction of the background in which she grew up and against
which her sufferings began. It then moves rapidly to the fate of the

European Jews in general, introducing shots of atrocities in the

concentration camps. These give place in turn to alleged candid

camera shots of some of the war criminals responsible, shown at large
in West Germany. The remainder of the film is taken up with these,

but intercut with further concentration camp material inserted simply
to drive home the guilt of the men responsible, who are being in-

dicted.

It seems to me that our initial reaction on seeing Diary for Anne

may be one of distaste at the fact that the content of the authentic

material from the past, the record of a human tragedy, the greatest
of our time, is being used so blatantly as no more than a pretext for

political incitement, thus degrading it and us alike. We reject the

film. But this response is less than just. For what is wrong with Diary
for Anne is not its use of this particular human material to serve a

political purpose, but the fact that this purpose is so meagerly cur-

tailed, is so relatively minor and out of proportion to the material's

true significance. When the sight of the horror here, as of that of

Hiroshima, forces us into awareness of the need to act to prevent
its recurrence, or that of a greater horror the film does not touch on,
our awareness and the potential scale of our action far surpass the

narrow limits of vengeance and retribution within which the film is

confining them.

The dividing line in East German film production is less 1956-57
than 1948, the year of the establishment of the German Democratic
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Republic. The two most notable films on the war to appear before

this were Wolfgang Staudte's The Murderers Are Amongst Us (1946)
and Georg Klaren's Wozzeck (1947). The earlier film is set in 1945,

in the ruins of Berlin. Its theme is retribution or regeneration through
retribution. Its principal character is a surgeon who finds refuge in

drink from the war experiences which haunt him. His attempts to

blot out the past cease when he meets the officer under whom he had

served, a man who in the presence of the surgeon, Mertens, had
ordered the extermination of a Polish village, and who is now a

factory owner and eminently respectable family man. Mertens sets

out to track him down and finally confronts him as a self-appointed
executioner. He is deterred from killing only by the last-minute ar-

rival of the girl he loves, herself once a concentration camp inmate,
who convinces him that the criminal must be handed over to the

justice of the authorities.

Wozzeck is a startling tour de force, a violently stylized adapta-
tion of Buchner's play. At its center is Biichner's hero, a hapless

private taunted by his captain, bullied by the drum major who
seduces his mistress, and experimented upon by the camp doctor. A
prologue in which medical students around his body discuss his case,

and an ending revised to show him, condemned for murder, borne

through crowded streets in a tumbril to his execution, are intended

to give him the status of a representative figure, a victim of a state

of society, which Klaren using almost every device of expressionist
cinema focuses in a brutal, oppressive, nightmare world of parade
ground and barrack square.

Both the films may in a sense be regarded as free exhibitions of

the sudden and violent manifestation of a German national conscience

in the period immediately following the end of the war. This may
partly be taken to account for the stridency of Wozzeck, the heavy,
morbid psychologizing of The Murderers, and it explains too the

extreme quality of their style which in the case of The Murderers
is very much a matter of heavy angling and warning shadows.
With the division into two Germanics of 1948, the production

company of East Germany, DEFA, became the voice of a state in

which production, under the aegis and rigid control of a single con-
cern (as is the case nowhere else in Eastern Europe), had directly to

meet political demands. One of the marks of this in DEFA's later
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work dealing with the war is that we are aware less of the presence of

individual stylists though they are of course occasionally apparent,

notably with Staudte and Konrad Wolf than of the emergence of

what amounts in some ways to a common style, because it is reflect-

ing and projecting a common aim, which we can define a little more

clearly by noting the presence among its founders and practitioners
of men like Slatan Dudow and Erich Engel, links with the tradition

of radical, politically aligned theater in the Germany of the late

twenties and early thirties*

The emergence of a disciplined style and the limitation of the

approach and subject matter that here went with it were already

apparent in 1950, in Kurt Maetzig's Council of the Gods. The film

is a study of the workings of a big chemical company in the industrial

Rhineland. In 1933 the firm's directors (who nickname themselves

after the large painting on the wall of the room where they meet,
"The Council of the Gods") decide to help finance hitler's rise to

power. With the approach of the war, production is concentrated on
armaments and poison gas; at the same time the company's wide-

spread international interests are safeguarded by agreements with

concerns abroad, notably in the U.S., and this contact is maintained

with the help of Swiss agencies throughout the war. After 1945
the board attempts, with some success, to deny all complicity in

Hitler's rise. Finally, a major explosion at the works reveals that they
are once more producing armaments, devoted to the same ends that

animated them in 1933.
The film's propaganda purpose is obvious, more in its treatment

of the present (of 1950) than in the curtailment of the view of the

past projected to serve it. Nevertheless it is firmly rooted in fact.

And if, in 1950, most of us knew of the power and role of the trusts

in Germany, knowledge of their international liaisons throughout the

war was less widespread.
Staudte's Der Untertan (1951) is a virtuoso treatment of a novel

by Heinrich Mann. Set at the time of the Kaiser, it explores the world

of a petit bourgeois in pursuit of social success. At the university he

joins the student corps and duly wins his scars in a duel. He seduces

a girl and subsequently refuses to marry her because she is no

longer a virgin. A fervent militarist, he worships the Kaiser, whom
he salutes by manufacturing toilet paper imprinted with patriotic



slogans. His final triumph is to pressure the local council into erect-

ing a statue of the Kaiser in the market square. Within its limits, the

film is a brilliant and savage satire on the mentality of conformism,
the blind worship of authority in the name of nationalism. It dem-

onstrated DEFA's analysis and style at their most successful. Here

as elsewhere the analysis works not in terms of any psychological

complexity, but through precise delineation of the behavior of type

figures, class representatives, set against a background of detail

selected with equal care to evoke a milieu.

But when we have granted the brilliance and justness of Der
Untertan's attack, the fact remains that it is conducted on a narrow

front. And we recognize that if the indictment of authoritarianism

and militarism were to be taken further with any conviction, its ap-

plicability to present affairs in East Germany itself would clearly be

as
great, if not greater, than to the situation anywhere else. The

film's very perfection in
rendering a moment in the past seems to

serve to set it apart from the present.
If 1948 seems to mark an even more decisive turning point for

DEFA than 1956-57, the latter date
certainly brought development
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also. Konrad Wolf's Ussy (1957) is one of a number of films (among
them Staudte's Rotation, Dudow's Stronger than the Night and
Wolf's earlier Recovery) which show individuals caught up in the

rise of fascism, faced with a test of political and moral awareness and
a choice between acquiesence and resistance. The thematic similarity
with the Czech films will be apparent. To describe Lissy I cannot do
better than quote from an admirable short account of it that has

appeared elsewhere.2

The film . . . concerns the reaction of the German petit bourgeois to

the advent of Fascism in the middle thirties. . . . The story is about a

lower middle-class couple during the period which saw the rise of

Hitler. . . . The dynamic of the film arises from its skillful opposition
of two people whose development is parallel and contrary the Fascist

petit bourgeois Fromeyer, and his wife who gradually comes to an

awareness of the dangers of political irresponsibility and neutrality. The

inwardly unsure Fromeyer represents a class whose prejudices, aggravated

by economic difficulties, make it a natural victim to the catchwords and
uniforms of the Nazi movement. Humiliated by unemployment, the

minor clerk leaps at the chance of aggrandizement in an SS uniform.

Lissy, meanwhile, sees her own brother liquidated when he begins to

have doubts of his work as an SS man; she sees her Communist friends

and Jewish neighbors purged. Finally, as she watches a Nazi demonstra-

tion, with banners which say "Who is not for us is against us," she

discovers that she must cut herself off. . . . Lissy has come to realize

the impossibility of impartiality, and finally commits herself by joining

her Communist friends.

In the development of its main characters lies the film's principal

quality, but even the minor characters are sketched with a skill which

marks Wolf out as a considerable talent. The SS men, for example, are

not just sadistic types; they are shown as vulgar, narrow, bourgeois,

dizzied by their sudden accessions of power, prepared in sentimental mo-
ments to find life itself cruel and merciless. . . .

The point is that the film has a real dynamic. We find in Lissy

the same careful and clinically detailed evocation of a milieu as in

the best of the earlier films. Against this background are now set

protagonists whose representativeness does not preclude a degree of

psychological complexity. The degree of their psychological truth is

one with that of the larger analysis of the growth of fascism. And

2. Unsigned program note for a showing at the National Film Theatre,

London, 1958.
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where the heroes of Council of the Gods are essentially no more than

victims, here we are given, in Lossy herself, a heroine who preserves
her moral innocence and her power of action.

The promise of Lissy is in some ways fulfilled in Wolf's later

Stars (1958), a DEFA-Bulgarian co-production. The action takes

place in a small Bulgarian town hi 1943, stopping place for a trans*

port of Greek Jews on their way to extermination in Auschwitz. A
German army sergeant falls in love with a Jewish girl from the

transport, a schoolteacher. Hitherto he has carried out his orders

with a shrug of weary cynicism, a cog in a military machine whose
course he believes he has neither the power to understand nor the
will to affect. Faced with the girl's idealism, her passionate belief in

her fellow men and in the power of truth and justice ultimately to

conquer the horror of fascism faith that we and he see enacted in

her work with the children he comes finally to recognize the true

importance and consequences of his own actions. His decision to act
comes too late to save the girl. Instead, he turns to the friends he has
found among Bulgarian resistance workers and supplies them with
arms.

The explicit concern of Stars is as much with the values fascism

destroys as with the process of their destruction (the stars of its

title stand equally for those hi the sky under which the lovers fashion
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their own world as for the yellow Star of David worn by the Jews
in the compound). The formal indication of this is an amplitude of

style which encompasses a lyricism which has no parallel in the

other East German films I have dealt with. In a way that none of

them attempts, Stars transcends the immediate confines of its period

subject to achieve a degree of universality.

The parallels between Lissy and Life is the Stake and Stars and

Romeo, Juliet, and Darkness are illuminating. The two later films

owe their greater power not only to their greater psychological real-

ism but to the fact that they show the growth of a human relation-

ship under and against the political pressures of war which finally

destroy it, while the earlier films show only the destruction of a

relationship under such pressures. It is also the limitation of Lissy

that the film ends with Lissy's departure to join the Communists:

we see her accession to awareness, but not its consequences in action.

It will be noticed, too, that where Weiss' progression from Life is

the Stake to Romeo, Juliet, and Darkness involves compression and
a greater concentration, that between the two films of Wolf involves

expansion, a broadening out both in style and range of subject. Both

of the later films are concerned, at one level, with anti-Semitism.

Wolf however broadens his approach to admit another motif. Stars

is not only the story of Walter and Ruth, it is also very clearly in-

tended as a kind of elegy for the Jews who died in the concentration

camps. "Moving" is a word which leaps almost unbidden into one's

mouth to describe the scenes in which this intention is embodied.

Clearly, this aspect of the film is in conflict with that devoted to

Walter and Ruth, for where the latter is insisting upon solidarity, the

former is inevitably underlining differences, stressing the particular
nature of the Jews in the compound. One can see this most clearly
in Wolf's extensive use of a music track composed of Yiddish folk

songs. As far as Stars is elegiac, it is looking backward, it is con-

fining feeling to categories previously accepted but no longer ade-

quate. This accounts for the almost automatically acquiescent re-

sponse ("moving") we give to these parts of the film a response
different from that evoked by the treatment of the relation between

Walter and Ruth.

Wolf's Men with Wings, DEFA's most important war film of

1960, deals with exactly the same theme as the Wernher von Braun
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film, / Aim at the Stars. It states clearly and at length the vital

issue which / Aim at the Stars is expressly designed to obscure: that

of the moral responsibility of the scientist.3 Since Brecht's Life of

Galileo, substantially written in 1938, remains the only work in

which this issue is not only stated but thoroughly and dramatically

explored, this alone gives one ground for welcoming Wolf's film.4

But the welcome has unfortunately, and not at this stage un-

expectedly, to be muted. The hero of Men with Wings, Bartuschek,
is an aeronautical engineer and a Communist. His history is re-

counted in a series of long flashbacks covering a period from the

beginning of Hitler's rise to power to the present day, from refusal

to work on airplane development for the Nazis, activity in the under-

ground, service in the Spanish Civil War, exile to the Soviet Union,
service as an espionage agent in Germany after the outbreak of the

war, capture and imprisonment in concentration and slave labor

camps, release to find his son a Nazi and, after 1948, work once

more on aircraft development, for peaceful purposes, in East Ger-

many. The pattern of present events with which these flashbacks

alternate, and whose significance they are designed to illuminate,

consists essentially of Bartuschek's conflict with his son, whose in-

3. / Aim at the Stars had its premiere in Munich in August, 1960, with

three missiles mounted outside the cinema: an Honest John, a Lacrosse,
and another. Painted black, pointed at the sky, they loomed over the

street, cordoned off and guarded by steel-helmeted U.S. soldiers with

rifles. Beneath them, a U.S. Army band played marches. A few, mostly
young people, carried banners in protest. I moved through the crowd
on the pavement, gathered principally to watch the arrival of von
Braun himself, Juergens, and some of the other stars, and asked four

middle-aged men (men who were twenty-five or more in 1945) what

they thought of the banners. Three told me that those carrying them
were certain to be Communists. And the rockets in the street? I asked.

"They're necessary, I'm afraid." One could not have asked fqr a more

apt exhibition, in those two assumptions and the form of logic that

coupled them, of the kind of thinking the film is calculated both to

pander to and to inculcate. It may be worth adding for the record that

at least the great majority of the demonstrators, some of whose organ-
izers were personally known to me, were certainly not Communists.

4. GALILEO: You may in time discover all there is to be discovered, and

your progress will nevertheless be only a progression away from man-
kind. The gulf between you and them may one day become so great
that your cry of jubilation over some new acquisition will be met by a
universal cry of horror. Life of Galileo.
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doctrination as a Nazi and whose driving ambition to become (like

his father) an aeronautical engineer have led him (unlike his father)

to abandon concern for the uses to which his work is put. The ex-

ample of Bartuschek's struggle in the past for what he believes in is

valuable and convincing enough. But there is an enormous discrep-

ancy between that struggle and the present conflict with his son,

which is engendered by the fact that the son is being seduced not

by any agency within East Germany (where, on an idealized air-

field, most of the present action is set) but by a West German in-

dustrialist. For Bartuschek, for East Germany, the battle has been

won, the struggle is no longer actual. It is therefore, we are induced

to believe, out of the question that Bartuschek himself might be

asked by the East German authorities to work on aircraft develop-
ment for other than peaceful purposes. The discrepancy is revealed

through the very means Wolf intended, presumably, to give the film

coherence: the flashbacks are shot in a grainy black and white, the

present action in vivid color.

The nature of the problem these East German films face us with

is dear enough. Their insistence that war is not an act of God but

the result of the actions of men, of a sequence of events which

therefore face every man with a duty and a responsibility, their con-

demnation of militarism, the mentality it fosters and out of which

they emerge is curtailed to serve the purpose of a political attack,

primarily, on the resurgence of fascism in West Germany. There are

feature films in which this attack is explicit: satirical comedies set

in present-day West Germany, like Dudow's The Captain of Cologne

(a brilliant account of the career of an obscure little waiter whose

rise to affluence and power depend on the fact that he is mistaken,
at an ex-officers' reunion dinner, for a war criminal returned from

the Argentine) or Jung-Alsen's more recent Hochmut Kommt vor

dem Knoll (1960), which is far less successful but does at least

succeed in dramatically rendering the relation, in the present West
German context, between rniddle-dass prosperity and political

naivete and apathy and here and elsewhere we may consider the

attack just. But there is a limit to the present utility of a treatment

of the political past and present of Germany seen in these terms. A
West German resurgence of fascism is only a part and a product of

a larger situation containing a greater danger (as indeed was the

case even in 1933).
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Diary for Anne goes little further in its aims than The Murderers

Are Amongst Us, DEFA's first postwar film, made before the com-

pany had become a state political instrument. Not to mention the

fact that Brecht, in the sketches that make up Furcht und Elend des

Dritten Reiches* was producing an analysis of the fascist period

similar in kind (though superior in quality) to that of DEFA,
twenty-five years ago. The static nature of DEFA's approach marks

not only a limitation but a danger. The films appear to be attempts

to change the status quo\ in fact, they are essentially agents in

preserving it.

Postwar production in Poland falls into the same general pattern

as elsewhere in Eastern Europe. The first phase, from the end of the

war to the early fifties, is followed by a period of stagnation, lead-

ing to a new phase beginning in 1956-57. The two most notable war

films of the early period are probably Aleksander Ford's Border

Street, also known as That Others May Live, and Wanda Jakubow-
ska's The Last Stage, both made in 1948. Border Street is a treatment

of the struggle of the Jews in the Warsaw ghetto, of the Warsaw Up-

rising of 1944, and of the part played by the Polish resistance in aid-

ingjt. If it does not (inevitably in this period) attempt to explore

the tangled relations within the different Polish underground move-

ments, the extent to which their political and nationalist alignments

precluded or incorporated anti-Semitism, it provides a memorial to

the ghetto's struggle and a generalized plea for tolerance which have

a breadth unfortunately unrivaled by any of the films about the war

produced in the "freer" climate of the mid- and late-fifties. Clearly,

it is to some extent open to the same kind of objections as Stars (its

older Jewish protagonists are seen almost exclusively as gathered
around the Sabbath table or as venerable figures in prayer shawls),

but with the important proviso that it was made over ten years

earlier. The Last Stage is set in Auschwitz. If it is less impressive

today than Border Street, it nevertheless demands recognition as the

first attempt at a dramatization of life in the concentration camps.
6

If in the case of DEFA the presence, in some degree, of a common

5, Fear and Misery of the Third Reich \ known here also as The Private

Life of the Master Race. Ed.

6. This film is known in the U.S. as The Last Stop. Ed.
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style can be taken as some indication of the extent and nature of

the political commitment, the absence of it in the Polish cinema of

the mid- and late-fifties (where the organization of the industry is

more flexible and less centralized than anywhere else in Eastern

Europe) equally well points the reverse. The pre-eminence of the

older, prewar generation of directors, Ford and Jakubowska among
them, is usurped by men who came of age during or immediately
after the war, who take advantage of the opportunities offered by a
more liberal political climate to render their response to the war.

This response, most typically, is in specifically Polish terms, involv-

ing a minor crisis of consciousness in which an ideal of nationalism,

nurtured by long denial of nationhood, and a tradition of martyrdom
and heroism, hallowed in its service, are called into question. The
films are like those of the Soviet Union in so far as they are es-

sentially contributions toward the preservation or disposal of a

myth. Their raw material is the underground struggle and in partic-

ular the abortive Warsaw Uprising of 1944.

The eagerness with which the Uprising is taken up is accounted

for partly by the fact that until October, 1956, public discussion of

it was forbidden: it threw into relief the division within the Polish

underground between the Home Army, organized by the govern-
ment-in-exile in London, and the Communist-led People's Army, a

division which continued through the brief civil war following the

end of the war. But above all, the Uprising was seen as the embodi-

ment of the heroic myth in contemporary terms, as a demonstration

doomed because out of accord with political reality.

Andrzej Munk's Eroica, released at the beginning of 1958, was a

deliberate and explicit attack on the myth. Eroica is in two separate

parts. The first is set on the fringe of the Uprising, and its principal

character is a kind of anti-hero, an amiable down who becomes in-

volved in great events in spite of himself. He wanders through a

good deal of the action half drunk. Asked, in the course of a serious

interrogation on his movements, where he spent the previous night,

he replies that he was in the cellar of a convent with a whore. Asked

her name, he answers, "They don't give their names." And when he

finally accepts his heroic destiny it is only as a means of escape from

his fickle wife. The ironic attention to the "Polish Tragedy" is paid
both in dialogue and in images, at their best, remarkable for a truly

cinematic wit.
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The second part of the film is set in an officers' prisoner of war

camp. The attack here is on the preservation of a ridiculously out-

moded code of honor. It is grounded in the obsolete glories of the

past and nourished by the myth of the heroic escape of Lieutenant

Zawistowski, who in fact has not escaped at all, and is not as his

brother officers fondly imagine eating beefsteaks in London or

fighting with the Free Polish forces abroad, but is lying, a crazed

wreck of a man, beneath the eaves of the hut in which the officers

live. The treatment is admirably subtle, for Munk recognizes that

here the myth is necessary for the men's survival, even though its

absurdities have to be attacked, and what he therefore gives us is an
account of the situation in which compassion and irony are perfectly

mingled. This part of the film is thus both an ironic study and a

splendidly detailed realistic rendering of life in a prisoner of war

camp. The retreat, for example, of Zawistowski's hypersensitive
friend Zak into a little reading cubicle in a vain attempt to escape
from the honor-ridden bonhomie of the rest of the officers is seen

as both comic and deeply moving. And this does not weaken the

force of the final indictment. Zawistowski commits suicide and Zak,

learning the truth, follows him. But the remaining officers in the hut

(with the cooperation of the commandant) conceal the truth from
the rest of the camp. The myth, its emptiness exposed and its final

destructiveness cruelly demonstrated, nevertheless survives intact.

In the work of Andrzej Wajda, whose qualities as a director seem
not to include an analytic intelligence of any power (let alone one
of the strength of Munk's), the relation to the myth is perilously
ambivalent. His Kanal (1957), the first film to deal directly with
the Uprising, tells the story of an underground detachment driven
from the streets to their death in the Warsaw sewers. In his treat-

ment Wajda overlays what is basically an ironic, objective study of

disintegration, of the futility of this episode of the war (at the film's

opening the characters are introduced by a narrator: "Look at these
men and women, we are going to watch them die"), with a patina of

heroic feeling. This is very much a matter of total effect, to which

quality of performances, sound, music, d6cor and lighting equally
contribute. But it can be localized in the action too. The film's

principal "heroic" figure is Daisy, the girl who sacrifices herself in

a vain attempt to lead the delirious and critically wounded man she
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loves out of the sewers to safety. At one point in the action she

finds an outlet, through a sluice, to the street. She goes up first, pull-

ing the wounded man after her. He almost reaches the top, then his

hold on her hands slips, and he slides down again into the sewer. The

girl comes down again after him and, defeated, the two continue their

journey along the sewer. Daisy is not only the film's heroine, she is

also its most resourceful character. One therefore asks, watching the

episode, why doesn't she push the man up? The justice of this ob-

servation, or even the fact that one makes it at all, indicates that

the doom of the characters is not irrevocable; Wajda's attempt to

set them in an heroic position is spurious, less than convincing.
The "Polish October," of which both these films were a product,

followed the Poznan riots in the summer of the same year. The
initial protest of the Poznan workers was against the malorganiza-
tion of the system of production under which they were working and

in particular the bottlenecks in their supplies of raw materials. The
first impulse, then, toward the events of October was essentially

economic in character and aimed at concrete amelioration. As the

movement gathered momentum and involved many more sections

of the community the impulses behind it multiplied accordingly to

include the larger demands of political liberalization and a character-

istically rampant nationalism. These demands were met, within strict

limits, in the compromise policy of the "Polish Road" to socialism.

The ferment continued and the wish to alter the future, insofar as

this was practical, was paralleled by a desire to resurrect the past.

Progress on the one hand entailed nostalgia, and atavism on the

other.

Eroica is not merely an involuntary product of this situation but

an attempt to face and affect it. The impulse behind the film is

very clearly progressive and practical. The second part of the film

seems to me superior to the first, it has a dynamic the first part

lacks, because here Munk is not merely pointing a way forward, he

is also indicating what has first to be left behind. The mark of this

is in the scenes in the second part to which I have briefly referred.

For here the kind of poise, the balance achieved, indicate the just-

ness with which the atavistic and nostalgic code by which the officers

live is rendered. The ambiguity in Kanal, the discrepancy between
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script and final film, point to the fact that, unlike Eroica, it is not

a coherent attempt to meet the social situation but only a product
of it. What Wajda imposes on the script reflects those elements in

the situation I have described as atavistic. And the nostalgia of

Kanal can be localized in a number of places.

Clearly, both films provide very clear examples of the way in

which the pressures of the present in which they are made, and the

adequacy of the filmmaker in responding to them, dictate the ade-

quacy of the view of war the films provide. For us the value of the

films is limited. Neither film is primarily a treatment of war at all.

If we reject the kind of feeling Wajda is providing, we still feel that

Eroica leaves many of our deeper concerns about war untouched. If

Kanal is too protracted, Eroica seems also in the final analysis
to lack urgency, to be somewhat too consciously worked out, a little

too exclusively a product of ratiocination.

All this may perhaps be summed up by pointing out, first, that if

you ask a wide-awake Pole which of the two films he prefers, his

answer will give a fair indication less of his view of the war than
of his general political attitude toward events in his own country;
and, second, that it is likely that he will not have troubled to see

either film.

Almost certainly he will have seen Wajda's later Ashes and
Diamonds (1958), for it is probably the most popular film to have
been made in Poland since the war. The action of Ashes and Dia-
monds takes place on the day of the German surrender. Two young
men, Maciek and Andrzej, who fought together as members of the

Home Army in the Uprising and in the Warsaw sewers, are assigned
to kill Szczuka, a Communist returning from the U.S.S.R. to take

up the secretaryship of the local district committee of the Party.
They bungle their mission, killing not Szczuka but two factory
workers. They later realize their mistake, and Maciek, sick of killing,
nevertheless undertakes to finish the botched job and kill Szczuka.
He spends part of the night with a girl, and through his relation with
her sees the possibility of escape from a life of almost involuntary
violence. Nevertheless he carries out his orders, kills Szczuka and
is himself killed.

This is an account merely of the narrative. The film is really an
attempt at an analysis of the political situation in Poland at the
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end of the war. In the West, it has been taken also to judge by
some of the reviews I have come across as a larger study of political
relations in war. On the evidence of the film, Wajda understands

far less of the real nature of what he is dealing with than in Kanal.

However, those aspects that he does partially comprehend he feels

a good deal more deeply than anything in Kanal. This accounts for

the undeniable power of a good deal of the film. The most powerful
scene in the film is the last, that of Matiek's death. Fatally wounded
and relentlessly followed by the camera in medium dose-up, he

drags his body over a rubbish dump. Unable to go further, his body
twitches in the final spasms of dying. He gives little choking, whining
cries. After an ultimate, threshing convulsion he dies, alone and like

an animal. The point about this scene is its absolute appropriateness
to what has gone before. Maciek logically dies like an animal because

throughout the film his equipment to resist his fate is seen as no
more than that of an animal: instinct. In an interview Wajda has

said of the characters in the film, "It is necessary to love them." No
one who felt any compassion, let alone love for a Maciek could have

filmed that death scene in that way. The death scene in Ashes and
Diamonds records not any true sympathy for Maciek but a final

attempt to wring sympathy for him out of the audience.

Maciek is of course given one trait of manhood. To account for

an accession of self-awareness he is put through the motions of a
relation with a woman. But this too is no more than animality. The
love scene between Maciek and the girl Krystyna is immaculately

photographed in a series of variously-angled close-ups of their bodies

and faces, linked together by slow dissolves. The effect is that of a

set-piece, which suggests even less of the feeling of a genuine relation-

ship, however transient, than the few sentences of dialogue which

accompany it. And the subsequent scenes between Maciek and

Krystyna add little more.

Essentially Maciek is a man only in so far as he is a vehicle to

convey nostalgia. His sole response, to which his remorse and dis-

satisfaction at his role in the present leads, is a yearning for the

days of the Uprising: "Those were wonderful times, Andrzej. What
a life and what people. . . . Life was good. We knew what he

wanted and what was wanted of us." And the imagery that ac-

companies ibis dialogue, as we should expect, for it is with this
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aspect of Maciek that Wajda as director is here identified, is some

of the most arresting in the film.

The flamboyance of the style points everywhere to the super-

ficiality of the analysis it is conveying. This analysis amounts ulti-

mately to an equation of the Communist, Szczuka, with the Home

Army terrorist, Maciek, because both suffer from an intense political

disillusion. The equation, indicatively, is established not visually but

in dialogue, until the final attempt to clinch it is made visually in

the scene where Maciek shoots and kills Szczuka. The dying man
stumbles forward and involuntarily supports himself by dasping his

arms round the boy. For a second Maciek sustains the embrace, then

pulls himself out of the arms of what is now a corpse and runs. Be-

cause the embrace is no more than involuntary on the part of either

Maciek or Szczuka it carries no weight in itself, we do not accept it,

for of course the equation, within the film's limits (let alone out-

side them), is not valid at all, and is heavily overweighted by

Wajda in favor of Maciek. Wajda perhaps senses the invalidity of

the equation and therefore the weakness of the dying embrace to

serve the purpose of validating it, for he seeks to inject the image of

the embrace with an added excitement and a facile irony by the

sudden illumination, at the moment the two figures move apart, of

the*sky behind them by the rockets of a victory fireworks display.
This injection does not, of course, strengthen the image but on the

contrary only further exposes its weakness.

Wajda endorses Maciek; but the script provides more immediate

human, let alone purely political, motives for Szczuka's disillusion

than for Maciek's: his son, whom he left behind in Poland in the

care of a guardian, has become (like Maciek) an anti-communist

terrorist, laying bare Szczuka's failure as a father. Wajda is therefore

obliged to weaken this motivation of Szczuka by, first, over-idealizing
the son in the scene in which he appears and, second, . debilitating
Szczuka's statement of his concern for him.

Clearly, if Maciek is to be idealized, if his fight (which is no fight)
is to appear one, elements of the situation around him have to be

overwrought, sensationalized. To point out that this is the case one
need only recall scenes like the one in which, with Krystyna in the

church, Maciek takes the cloth from the bodies of the two factory-

workers; or the angling through the swinging Christ on an upturned
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cross; or the way in which nothing at all is made of the scene in

which Szczuka talks to the factory workers about the deaths of their

friends, since if the quality of their dissatisfaction were to be justly

rendered it would cast a very unfavorable light on the quality of

Maciek's.

The sensationalism of Ashes and Diamonds extends to the depic-
tion of the physical detail of war, of combat itself. This can be most

clearly seen in the early scene of the killing of the two factory work-

ers. One of them is machine-gunned in the back. As the bullets cut

across his jacket, spurts of flame and smoke rise in their path. That

one's shocked response here is to sensationalism rather than realism

might be pointed through a comparison in Bernhard Wicki's The

Bridge (1958), by far tie best I have seen of the very few serious

films about the war and the Nazi period to have come out of West

Germany. One of Wicki's most valuable concerns is directly with

the exposure of the contradiction between the patriotic-heroic myth
of war and the squalid reality. The power of this exposure in The

Bridge arises out of its presentation of the hold of the myth and the

impact of the reality with equal force and truth. Its story is of seven

schoolboys, enlisted in the German Army when the war is already as

good as over, who are given the mission of holding a bridge. Un-

known to them, their mission is entirely futile, for the bridge is

already surrounded by U.S. forces and is of no strategic importance
whatever. Five of the boys have already been killed when a U.S.

Army sergeant gets out of a tank and approaches the remaining two,

noticing with amazement that they are little more than children, and

tells them to stop fighting for the war is over. They shoot him in

the belly. The physical detail of the shooting, the impact of it upon
the boys, are depicted with an absolute realism which I have en-

countered in only one other film about war, The Unknown Soldier.

The contradiction of Ashes and Diamonds is indicated even by
the very terminology into which one is incessantly forced in an at-

tempt to define it, by the fact that one cannot establish with any

certainty the extent to which Wajda's various involvements are in

the deepest sense, voluntary or involuntary. One tends to treat it,

too, using terms like "theme" and "imagery," as if one were dealing

not with film but with poetic drama or book illustration. For Ashes

and Diamonds is essentially an illustration of a script, or of a novel,
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rather than a re-creation of it.
7 The treatment is external. However,

the real significance of the contradictions, and the externality, is

that they are of course inevitable in a study of a political situation

which starts, as does Ashes and Diamonds, from the premise that

politics are in essence no more than destructive. The film is a product
of political disillusion or, more precisely, disillusion with politics. It

was made in 1957-58 and released in the summer of 1958, at a time

when it was apparent that the "Polish Road" was to be a good deal

stonier and a good deal less exclusively Polish than an optimist might
have been led to think in October, 1956. Ashes and Diamonds owed
its greater popularity not primarily to the fact that it provided a por-
trait of an episode of history more recent than that dealt with in

Eroica and Kanal, but to the extent to which it met and reflected a

common and coherent public mood, as Kanal and certainly Eroica

(in which Munk tried to lead the public) did not.

If our viewing the film were to lead to no more than an outburst

of sympathy for the Poles, there would be no point in discussing the

film, at the present length. It would be enough to point out that the

Poles neither need nor want the kind of sympathy Ashes and Dia-

monds is extorting. But the film strikes nearer home. Writing else-

where on the fact that Zbigniew Cybulski's performance as Maciek
reminds us on occasion of those of the late James Dean, I said that

this was "not, I think, because of any real physical resemblance, but

because the predicament of Wajda's hero, although governed by far

more concrete circumstances than that of most of his counterparts
in recent American cinema, nevertheless has an affinity with theirs.

The sense of alienation, of impotence, and consequent indifference

before the political Demogorgon, is confined neither to one country
nor to one side of the iron curtain."8

We are all disillusioned with politics. If we accept as true the

analysis of political pressures upon the individual which Ashes and
Diamonds is offering, it is because we too are prone to simplify the

workings of politics upon us, we also are unwilling or unable to rec-

7. The novel of the same name, by Jerzy Andrzejewski, on which the

film was based, appeared in 1946. It was written at a time when the author
was moving from Catholicism to Communism, and in it Szczuka's role is

more considerable than in the film. Andrzejewski collaborated with Wajda
on the script of the film. He left the Communist Party in 1959.
8. Polish Perspectives. Warsaw, June, 1959.
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ognize and face the complexities of the political situation in which

we live. If we accept Maciek's destruction as inevitable we are, first,

deriving justification for some of our own attitudes: if politics can

so destroy a man, we are right to fear them; we are right in turning

away and attempting to ignore them. But of course we do not feel our

identification with Maciek to be complete: he is dead and we are

living, politics destroyed him but they have left us for the mo-
ment more or less intact; what happened to Maciek cannot happen
to us. And from this we derive a spurious comfort.

In defining our reactions to Ashes and Diamonds we are going a

long way toward defining our own attitudes toward political action.

For this reason alone the film seems to me one of the most important
to have been made in Europe since the war.

One can find a partial corrective to Ashes and Diamonds, among
Polish films, in Wajda's own earlier A Generation. It shows the

moral and political development of a boy from a hqoligan into a

disciplined partisan. Wajda's first feature, made in 1954, before

discussion of the Uprising was possible and before he had been en-

couraged, one feels, partly in response to incautiously phrased

criticism, to regard himself as a laureate of doomed youth, A Genera-

tion displays the same predilection for the sentimental, for the facile

irony, as the later films. But this is here largely a matter of the nar-

rative and incident, of the way the shots are put together; the images
themselves when allowed tell another story. What emerges, frag-

mentarily, is something of the spirit of young men and women who
hated war and fought only because it was necessary to fight; who
would not expend a bullet unless convinced of its necessity; who

fought because they knew what they were fighting for; and whose

tragedy was that there was no way of gaining it then except by fight-

ing. And, among the reasons for the differences between Ashes and

Diamonds and A Generation, the fact that the earlier film deals

with an earlier movement in the history of the underground is less

important than that, where Ashes and Diamonds is a product of

the post-1957 disillusion, what is behind the best of A Generation

is the pristine thirst for freedom and a better life that represented the

best of the reaction against Stalinism.

The true counterpart of Ashes and Diamonds, however, a product
of the same period and initially the same impulse, is The Last Day
of Summer (1958), directed by Tadeusz Konwicki and Jan Las-
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kowski and perfectly photographed by Laskowski. It is a short film,

barely one and a quarter hours long, and its action, which covers

a period of only a few hours, is set entirely on a beach on the Polish

Baltic coast. It has two characters, a man and a woman, and both
of them, like Matiek, are victims. The woman, who is not pretty and
is beginning to age, goes to sleep on the beach. She wakes to find

a low wall of sand, embellished with flowers and grasses, has been
built up around her. Angry, she looks around to see the builder, a shy,

frightened, gawky man who has, we learn, been vainly following her

for days, squatting on his haunches watching her. They quarrel, and
he runs down into the sea. He almost drowns and she rescues him.
He says, stupidly, "I forgot I didn't know how to swim." They talk

and eat a meal together. It begins to rain, and they take shelter in

the improvised lean-to behind the sand dunes in which he lives.

He asks her to stay with him, not to return to Warsaw (this is the

last day of her holiday), for she has no one to return to and no
reason for returning. Finally she refuses and leaves him. Later she
returns to look for him, but cannot find him. Sie calls vainly, and
the film ends as, still searching and calling, she enters the rising
breakers of the sea.

The film might be described as a metaphor, or -a series of meta-

phors. The two people's meal together, in which they play out the
roles of hostess and guest, is a kind of forlorn image of human so-

ciability. The war, the initial cause of the despair of both of them,
is rendered only in the sudden overpowering intrusive whine of a

flight of jet aircraft crossing the sky; in the woman's drawing an

airplane in the sand; in her brief, reluctant recollection that the man
she loved had gone to England as a pilot in 1939 and had not re-

turned; in the man's inclusion of soldiering as the last of his many
past occupations. The Last Day of Summer, like Ashes and Dia-

monds, is a record of despair, but of despair recognized for what it

is, rendered honestly and almost without pretension. If the film does
not actively help in mastering despair, it at least aids in identifying
it rather than as Ashes and Diamonds encouraging surrender to it,

III

We know that past, present, and future are a continuum, and
therefore that our contemplation of the past, if it is to be true,
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honest and profitable, must be at one and the same time a move-
ment backward and a movement forward. Anyone who has visited

the museums at Dachau, Auschwitz, or elsewhere will testify that

there is no purpose in standing for long in front of crematorium

ovens, piles of human hair or of children's shoes, photographs- of

the emaciated victims who survived, or of the mounds of the corpses
of those who were killed. Not because his feelings are inadequate, but

because feeling alone is inadequate. He recognizes that the hair, the

corpses, the ash in the ovens have now no differing nationality, race,

or social status. Among the victims he cannot tell the Jew from

the gypsy, the communist from the Jehovah's Witness, or any of

these from the prostitute, the homosexual, or any other. Because

there is no more than this to recognize, and no more than this to

feel, he is impelled to move on, to the showcases of documents also

on display, in an attempt to draw from them an explanation, a pat-
tern which may be related to the pattern of the present in which
he lives. It is difficult for him to establish this relation: the exhibits

here, like those in almost all our museums, are not arranged to help

him, and he has not been trained to see the connections that must
be seen. His predicament is ours; it is that of our filmmakers. As long
as there is danger of war, it is inevitable that we should be drawn
to contemplate the wars of the recent past.
The films I have tried to describe emerge as a series of re-

creations of the past, of the war, its prelude and aftermath, in which
are set heroes whose responses to them are essentially those of the

present of the various countries in which the films are made. Some
of these heroes seem to be motivated rather according to an official

demand; some of them rather as a reaction against such a demand.

Whichever the case, their responses are almost always equally in-

adequate to the real demands of the situation in which we now
find ourselves. In the West, the most flagrant example of this, among
serious films, is that of Hiroshima Man Amour. The rendering of the

past in Hiroshima Man Amour is in one sense irreproachable because

it is documentary. The responses of the actress and architect to it

are not merely inadequte, they are not responses at all, since the

film never shows the two people in any kind of contact with it.

Of course, the relation of heroes to context is dialectical. The past
must be distorted to contain them, just as they must be distorted

to disguise their incongruity to it Most of the films have an un-
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deniable realism, in a strictly limited sense of the term. Their

superiority in this respect to almost anything made in the West is

in this simple fact: they show aspects of war which are outside the

firsthand experience of most of us in the United States or Britain.

That at least is good reason for their receiving a far wider showing
in the West than they are at present given, confined almost entirely
to film societies and, occasionally, art houses. They may serve as

some warning. Realism of the kind pointed to in The Bridge or The
Unknown Soldier does not of itself take us very far, however. It is

necessary only as a starting point. If we are to face, define, and at-

tempt to deal with an evil, we have first to look squarely at its out-

ward manifestations, its end product. If we doubt the artistic pro-

priety of this, the precedents in drama, if we need any, are many.
When, in King Lear, Gloucester's eyes are put out and trodden into

the ground, the action takes place on stage; and the horror is in no

way as gratuitous as an evasive modern production may lead us to

infer. The Bridge goes a good deal beyond this starting point. The
Unknown Soldier does not. It is a long film devoted almost ex-

clusively to the forceful demonstration of the single proposition that

war is a bloody business. Since we become all too rapidly numb to

horror, and since the proposition is one that once demonstrated

none of us would attempt seriously to dispute, the film produces
little more than an initial nausea rapidly followed by boredom.
The earlier East German films seem not to show the same discrep-

ancies as those made elsewhere. For there, of course, the films have
a greater homogeneity because the past is visibly being distorted, and
the license for this is in the fact that it is a Nazi past seen here as

it were from the inside. It is therefore a good deal more easily manip-
ulated because the popular impulse is not, as elsewhere, to preserve
it, but (as in West Germany) to withdraw from it. That it is never-

theless not entirely evaded (as, until recently, in West Germany) is

due to the presence here, in the division of Germany, of a political
motive for its curtailed projection.
The Czech films I have cited, Romeo, Juliet, and Darkness in

particular, seem also to be exceptions. For here the past is being
seen as it ought to be seen. The protagonists are not heroes, but
men and women plausibly and recognizably like ourselves. The

temptation is to write "ordinary men and women," and the im-
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portance of the Czech films is that they may lead us to recognize
that we are not "ordinary" in contradistinction to the "extraor-

dinary" politicians who appear to control our fate. They do not exist

on a different plane from that on which we exist, or if they do it is

because we have allowed them to do so; we have failed to make

politics adequate to express our needs.

We get not the heroes we need, but the heroes we deserve. They
are ourselves. Hiroshima Mon Amour is a product of the West and,
on the evidence of the cinema, its heroine's brand of introspection
as a substitute for active thought is not found in Eastern Europe.
But the immaturity of an Alyosha; the final, it-can't-happen-again-
here complacency of a Bartuschek; the initial indifference of a

Walter; the acquiescent moral isolation of a Maciek; the celebration

of virility in war that to an extent dictates the characterization of a
Sokolov these attitudes in face of war are found in our films also

and are found in ourselves. Recognizing this, we have little right
to condemn our artists, much less those of Eastern Europe, for their

failure. An attack on Ashes and Diamonds is not to be construed

as an attack on Wajda, he is all too dearly only an instrument. And
if I have overpraised Romeo, Juliet, and Darkness, and treated

Stars overschematically in order to isolate the best of it, this is not

only to facilitate recognition of the importance of the films as a

beginning, but to praise artists who deserve praise because they are

showing me, however falteringly, a way out of my inertia. It has

been said, with a shrug, that Stars, in showing us a "good," or in-

cipiently good German, is begging the issue. This is the reverse of

true. When Mein Kampf, Erwin Leiser's feature length compilation

documentary on the rise and fall of Hitler, was shown to audiences

of Berlin schoolchildren, the figure of the Fiihrer provoked nothing
but laughter. And the reaction was, it seems to me, largely adequate.
For we have little more to learn, at this stage, from studies of the

psychopathology of Hitler or the SS. If we are to have films about

Nazi Germany, their heroes, it seems to me, should be '"good"

Germans, a term which I take to mean people neither better nor

worse than the average non-German and to embrace the majority of

the German population. The tragedy and irony of their situation

was that their goodness did not prevent them from allowing them-

selves to be put in a position where goodness was almost powerless.
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Such films might include a scene in which the hero or heroes, in

company with other people, stand and watch the public humiliation

or injury of a Jew at the hands of a fascist A scene constructed to

show the moral awareness of the watching people, their recognition
of the necessity for intervention, their irresolution because to inter-

vene would have been heroic and that kind of heroism is rare. This

from a viewpoint moving then both outward and inward to an anal-

ysis, in terms equally human, of the progression to such a predica-
ment. Such a film, whatever its form, would begin where Lissy stops.

It would attempt to provide explanations and to make connections.

If it dealt with the concentration camps it would point up the fact

that Auschwitz, with its final systematic destruction of 3,000 human

beings a day, is a demonstration of the alienation of man from man
so great as to appear inexplicable in rational terms but that we

may come some way toward understanding it ^through consideration

of the alienations within our own societies by looking, too, at our

own prisons and at our own connivance at judicial murder.

I may have given undue stress to the limitations of the films

discussed. One does not want to be more than warrantably pessi-
mistic. But the image of the filmmaker confined, whether willingly
or unwillingly, within the strait jacket of an approach dictated either

directly or subtly by the cold war seems inescapable. It seems no

accident, for example, that The Unknown Soldier, the only pacifist
film to have been made in Europe since the war, comes from Fin-

land, a country outside both the Warsaw Pact and NATO. And that

similarly, Mein Kampf, which is not merely a record of the Nazi

period but a lesson in history, is the devoted work of a director

working in neither of the two Germanics but in neutral Sweden. Or
that Bernhard Wicki, director of The Bridge, is a Swiss.



FILMS TO UNITE THE NATIONS

Thorold Dickinson

One might think that the appropriate group to make films

against war would be the United Nations. But one would be wrong.
Disarmament is the most controversial of all topics. The United
Nations is a dub which can never succeed loo^fc until its membership
is loo^fc. The last thing the U.N. wants to do is to publish a com-
munication that comments, or even implies a comment, questioning
a member's behavior. And this applies to potential members also.

Most films other than fictions for commerce are made for one or

more sponsors, who rarely know much about the craft of cinema or

of the effects of films on audiences. By the end of 1960, United
Nations publications had some hundred national sponsors, plus the

influence of a dozen or more specialized groups and agencies. By the

time any material has been scathed by the pressures from all these

entities, its vitality has been bled white. Facts or half facts are still

presented with the utmost tact, but the spark to fire the brain

through the emotions of the viewer or reader simply is not there,
and only the converted can be expected to appreciate the material.

If the United Nations dares to comment, it cannot avoid some
measure of controversy. This it dare not do. Only the converted

layman can break this circle of ineffectually. And he must have the

courage to be unpopular and the patience to persist,
If the United Nations cannot make positive films against atomic

war, who can? The commercial producers? There is no sign of



achievement, though the attempt has been made. How real can any-
one make a film for the wide popular audience? Was On the Beach
real in its images and conclusions? They were horrifying enough to

hold their audiences and justify the amount of capital invested. But
the filmmaker had to pull his punches, knowing that the scientific

truths that lay behind his subject, if genuinely portrayed, would have

kept audiences away and betrayed his investors. He would have
defeated his object if he had done otherwise. Why make a film

which no sufficient body of spectators will pay to see?

Most people do not want to face, or even to see on the screen, the
truth about the H-bomb. The irony in Civil Defense is not the fact

that once the H-bomb war has begun no amount of Civil Defense
can put Humpty Dumpty together again. No, the irony lies in the
fact that the Civil Defenders themselves have to pull their punches
and conceal the full facts of atomic disaster in order to induce the

layman to join the organization and undergo the training course. In

supporting Civil Defense one is accepting the idea of hydrogen war-
fare. And that one can only do by reason of ignorance or perversion.
For genocide is a perversion.
There are those who cling to the idea of war. Some can convince

themselves that it is a solution. For many people it is a way of life

which makes it patriotic to accept orders without being bothered to

think for themselves. Apart from patriotic motives, preparedness for
war has always been a source of income in a nation's economy. A
considerable proportion of a nation's population lives by the industry
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and trade of defense weapons and organization. The vacuum caused

by disarmament, in livelihoods and in occupation, would be im-

mense. The problem is to fill that vacuum adequately, to encourage
the development of life rather than death. The solution can never be

a national one. Atomic fall-out knows no frontiers, no neutrals. We
are forced to eliminate the idea of national warfare and to accept
the idea of international interdependence. Science has given us no
choice.

To return to films. The war film is guilty for the following reasons:

it is almost impossible to make a fictional war film in which a soldier

is not a hero. However revolting a film makes war seem, the fact that

war (until the H-bomb war) is capable of provoking heroism (which
has practical results) itself condones war and sends the audience

away in sympathy with the fighting man. However just and proper
this may be in regard to past wars, it is irrelevant since the invention

of the H-bomb, which has eliminated good behavior as anything but

a luxury in wartime. Indeed the H-bomb, "the cheapest weapon in

destructive power invented," has made war itself a luxury for which

the survivor will pay heavily for the rest of his life, if there is a
survivor.

This leads us to the conclusion that the war film directly or in-

directly accepts the continued existence of war. For the atom bomb
and its grossly stronger successor the hydrogen bomb promise to

make obsolete both war as we knew it and life as we know it. There-

fore the war film is no longer an acceptable form of entertainment

unless it is presented as a study of an archaic form of behavior in-

dulged in by people who were scientifically less developed than we
are today.
To ban war films is stupid, since it makes them desirable. But to

relegate the war film to the picturesque status of the "Western,"
where the state was only beginning to exist and law and order were

yet to be regularized, is to pull the audience into the present. And it

is not such a crazy idea to challenge the attraction of the war film

by making films in which not fisticuffs and frontiers but the stuff of

expanding life, the impact of the twentieth century on every level

of our unevenly developed world, is the raw material for endless

possibilities of entertainment. True, warfare is cinegenic and goes
with the grain of cinema, but one has only to travel in the less ob-
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vious byways of tourism to unearth new stories as full of comedy,

suspense, intrigue and conflict arising out of the struggle for peace
and human dignity as any that try to distill the boredom and futility

out of warfare.

To make an adequate film about even a limited subject, it is

essential that a filmmaker has deep knowledge (and there is no

harm in having a few convictions too). The mutations of life caused

by geography, climate, religion, poverty, riches, international con-

tacts, must in some part (and the more the better) be experienced

and understood, must show through the texture of technique, so that

while world audiences may dispute detail they may allow that the film

itself has held them.

The process will force the filmmaker to strip away some prejudices

and conventions and look at people as they more nearly are. This

process one may fear. But when living itself is at stake, there is only
one thing to do with fear and that is to substitute for it something

overwhelmingly urgent
The urgent job now is the development of understanding and com-

passion, the clear communication not merely between individuals but

between groups of individuals, the creation of a climate of sympathy
as opposed to the prevailing clangor of fear or the dead weight of in-

difference. This raises basic questions of self-control within groups,
now as necessary as self-control in the individual.

It would be naive to suppose that this is not an uphill job. In

creating films of value to world audiences (Zavattinfs films utiles d

I'homme), it is no longer good enough for filmmakers constantly to

plead that their first duty is to "protect" their investment and that

you cannot make a film about an idea. All films are about ideas, how-

ever shoddy. Every film that uses a stand-up fight as a solution ac-

cepts the idea of violence and wraps the audience yet more cosily in

all its preconceptions. Preconceptions build almost impregnable

prisons. The filmmaker with the ability to take a sympathetic, long,
hard look at the world and try, as

entertainingly
as he can, to isolate

a moment of clear vision, has one of the most potent weapons in the

war for peace, the war against the most entrenched preconception
of all.



III. The Issue: Questions and Answers

on Peace and War

To say that there was some difficulty in getting filmmakers to

commit themselves to answering this questionnaire is the understate-

ment of my short life. Politics is tricky, East or West, and not one of

the filmmakers replied, except cursorily, to the first request for their

opinions. This experience contrasts most unfavorably with that of

Book j. The questions here were deliberately open-ended so that

respondents might, hopefully, say what was on their minds on this

subject; a word so vague as "effective" was chosen because I did not

want them to assume some fire-breathing inquisitioner at the other

end of the line. If you wonder who did not reply, make your own list

of likely candidates from those not listed in the following pages;
include everyone you think of who has made an interesting film on

war or peace: they did not reply.

The text of those who did has been printed much as they sent it,

with only minimal deletions here and there made during the last

efforts to cut this book down to size. Mr. George N. Fenin translated

the Aristarco; Carlos Clarens all those pieces from the French; and

Zina Voynow the Gerasimov. "The text ... as they sent it" should

explain the many title discrepancies; my favorite is La Grande Illu-

sion or Grand Illusion, the original French title no doubt having been

inspired and translated from the English title of Norman Angells's

book, The Great Illusion.

The respondents:
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Guido Aristarco is editor of the magazine Cinema Nuovo, Milan.

Claude Autant-Lara's best known film is Devil in the Flesh] he re-

cently completed a feature, Thou Shalt Not Kill, dealing with a
conscientious objector.

Robert Bresson's films include Diary of a Country Priest, A Man
Escaped, Pickpocket, and The Trial of Joan of Arc.

Noel Burch is an American filmmaker and critic living in Paris; he is

at work on a book dealing with film aesthetics.

Andre Cayatte made Lovers of Verona and We Are All Murderers as
well as his latest, Le Passage du Rhin (in U.S.: Tomorrow is My
Turn).

Samuel Fuller is perhaps Hollywood's most prolific war film director,
and a special favorite of Cahiers du Cinema; his replies to the

questionnaire were assembled from his conversation with Colin

Young.

Sergei Gerasimov is often a spokesman for Soviet directors; he di-

rected The Quiet Don, based on Sholokhov's novel; the first part
has been shown in the U.S, as And Quiet Flows the Don.

Jean-Luc Godard's first feature Breathless (A Bout de Souffle) has
been followed by the banned film Le Petit Soldat and A Woman
is Always a Woman, a "remake" of The Love Game.

Richard Griffith is the curator of the Museum of Modern Art Film

Library and author of several books on the movies, including, with
Paul Rotha, Documentary Film.

Alexander Hammid, while still in Czechoslovakia, made two of the
first anti-Nazi films with Herbert Kline: Crisis and Lights Out in

Europe. Since coming to America he has directed Forgotten Vil-

lage, The Medium, and several films for the United Nations.
Kurt Hoffmann directed Aren't We Wonderful (Wir Wunderkinder) ;

and Roses for the Prosecutor-, his latest is The Marriage of Mr.
Mississippi, from Friedrich Duerrematt's story.

Stanley Kauffmann, novelist, is film critic for The New Republic.
Stanley Kramer directed and produced On the Beach-, his latest

production is Judgment at Nuremburg.
Len Lye's Free Radicals won a top prize in the Brussels World's Fair

experimental competition; an innovator in many fields, he in-

vented direct animation (painting on celluloid) ; recently he has

developed a new kind of sculpture, motor driven and vibrating,
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called "tangibles." His thought and language, like his work, are

lively if sometimes somewhat difficult to follow.

Roger Manvell, author and editor of many books on film, including
the admirable Penguin series, recently co-authored the book Dr.

Goebbels.

Louis Marcorelles' essays on movies appear frequently in Cahiers

du Cinfrna and Sight and Sound.

Marshall McLuhan's The Mechanical Bride remains the most pen-

etrating study of the strategies of American advertising.

Arthur Miller has had two recent films based on his work: Huston's

The Misfits and Sidney Lurnet's A View from the Bridge.

Robert Osborn, artist, has been anatomizing absurdity since his first

big book War is No Damn Good.

Gian-Luigi Polidoro directed the Haitian sequence of the UN film

Power Among Men- his first feature is called Swedish Women.
Herbert Read, well-known art critic, has recently written The

Forms of Things Unknown.

Jean Renoir's latest film is Le Caporal Epingle.

Tony Richardson directed A Taste of Honey.
Paul Rotha is a film historian and documentary filmmaker.

Dore Schary was production chief at MGM between 1948 and 1955;

his latest film was Sunrise at Campobello.

George Stoney directed All My Babies.

Francois Truffaut made The 400 Blows, Shoot the Piano Player,

and Jules and Jim.

Archer Winsten reviews films for the New York Post.

Robert Wise, editor of Citizen Kane, director of The Set Up and

/ Want to Live, recently made West Side Story. He plans to do a

feature on the life of Robert Capa.
Paul Goodman, perhaps America's most provocative writer, has

analyzed our society as it is and as it might be in his latest major

work, Growing Up Absurd.
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THE QUESTIONS

1. Which of the films dealing with peace, and war, do you think

are most effective? What do you think is their ultimate effect on the

spectator?
2. What films need to be made dealing with the problems of peace

and war? How can they be made? How should they?
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THE REPLIES

GUIDO ARISTARCO

. . . What is the meaning of this age-old myth of the inevitability

of war? Whom does it serve? And to such questions, what answers

has the cinema in general, and the western cinema in particular, ad-

vanced? Films, including so-called "pacifist" films, agree in recogniz-

ing that war is a great evil, like poverty and starvation; many of

them, however, end by stating that the probem is not in getting what

we may want, but in accepting what we have; and since human na-

ture is what it is, we must expect to have war. Since they do not

challenge the above-mentioned myth, these films do not go to the

real roots of the problem, the genesis of war.

King Vidor's The Big Parade clearly shows its limitations: it is

merely a romantic description of the role of the U.S.A. in the First

World War. And the same could be said of many other films, more

or less famous, on the same ground. Even Milestone's All Quiet on

the Western Front and Renoir's La Grande Illusion considered two

"classics" of the pacifist cinema are perplexing for their scanty

insight into the problems presented. Above all they show people

blindly obeying orders and stupidly killing each other; and they are

inspired by the humanitarian notion and sentimental theme of the

"slaughter of the innocents"; their treatment of the war is only par-

tially realistic.

One must come to the second postwar period to find an American

film, Paths of Glory, which goes beyond the abstract pacifism of

Milestone. Kubrick does not limit himself to showing the horrors of

war, as portrayed for example in an impressive manner by the

Japanese film The Harp of Burma. The title is itself significant,

Paths: the devious ways to "glory" "where there is a patriot, there

too is a gentleman." This is the slogan of General Mireau. Clearly in

such a case, the gentleman is being identified with the scoundrel.

This was stated clearly by Samuel Johnson, and Colonel Dax refers

to the eighteenth-century philosopher when, answering Mireau, he

provides proper judgment on the nature of men like his general:

"Patriotism is the last refuge of scoundrels." The attack on the "ant

hill" is the plan of a scoundrel; to die for it is not only useless but

also a crime, for it is absolutely impossible to succeed in such an
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attack; scoundrelish, too, is the execution "to set an example" (!)

and also the summary trial preceding it. A careful reader of Johnson,
Dax has learned that compassion is acquired by cultivating our

reason; and that though we certainly feel unpleasant on seeing a

suffering creature, in such feelings there is no compassion: com-

passion comes only when we wish to alleviate the agony of those

who are suffering. Kubrick tells us that the soldier is not an animal,

"scum," to be treated as such. Paths of Glory shows us no "nice

deaths," no romantic descriptions of the role played by individuals or

groups in this or that conflict, action, or butchery as in the Milestone

film; but going beyond such limited perspectives, it shows the

scoundrels hiding behind false patriotism. In All Quiet on the West-

ern Front we see Kantoreck, typical of a militarism which has many
analogies with that of Prussia. Broulard and Mireau do not symbol-
ize for their soldiers the Republic, the Nation, the Fatherland;
closed as they are in their interests and egotisms, these high ranking
officers are unaware of the soldiers' "need for respect/'* Kubrick gives
answers to some of the questions posed by Milestone's Paul, to some
of the doubts that character in the earlier film had about how the

war started, about how all wars start. For me it is inacceptable to

state, as Time magazine did, that Kubrick's work is flawed in that

it attacks an evil which is out of date. Militarist cliques still exist in

many countries. The decisively important fact about Paths of Glory,
aside from its beauty of expression, is the phenomenon it denounces:

the false patriotism; the egomania and the vested interests of mil-

itarism are not shown as belonging to the past, nor are they presented
as merely pathological and clinical case studies; in defining the past,
Kubrick also defines the present.
And what is being said by the representatives of the French

"Nouvelle Vague" on war in general, and on Algeria in particular?
It is suggestive that in the overly praised Hiroshima Man Amour . . .

love is seen as a private fact . . . involving no personal or collec-

tive responsibilities; pacifism is again presented in an irrational

way. Hiroshima and Nevers the condemnation of war become the

symbols of anguish, a part of the human condition, just like the ex-

termination camps in Nuit et Brouillard. Resnais' cultural back-

ground, and his existentialism, are already recognizable in all their

negative characteristics, in the statement of that film; the same
condemnation that turns into anguish, the same horror that becomes
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a state of mind incapable of being translated into action: the future

will be like the past, without any perspective; nothing makes us
think that it might be changed, that man could change it; and in

the anguish of the present we cannot find the "murderers among us."

The absence of sincere, profound self-criticism is even more ob-
vious in the West German cinema and, in some cases (with the

notable exception of Dudow's Stronger than the Night) in the East
German cinema as well. They contain an abundance of incomplete
and equivocal confessions about the past, to the point of creating

myth and corrupting truth; history is practically reduced to an

enigma; the attempts to explain this or that event descend to anec-

dotes and to a clearly false division of responsibilities. Hitler con-

tinues to be presented as a demoniacal personality, thus reducing
the entire Nazi problem to a mere personal case, and without explain-

ing the essence of the phenomenon: how and why bestiality . . .

became a mass movement. It is more comforting and convenient to

shower all the guilt upon one or a few persons and thus avoid the

indictment of an entire system; just as it has been comforting
and convenient in the past to explain the Kaiser Wilhelm II phe-
nomenon by resorting to psychoanalysis.

Insofar as Italy is concerned, with the exception of the authentic

neorealist films like Two Women by deSica and Zavattini or the

latest works by Rossellini, films dealing with war are unsatisfactory
in their structure and development. For Italians, the only merit of

The Great War is in its correcting here and there some stereotypes
learned from our schoolbooks. Pontecorvo's Kapo tackles the un-

usual problem of the need to sacrifice the individual for the sake of

many; but Pontecorvo has not succeeded in solving this on the

artistic level, although the film has, on the whole, its undeniable

strength.
So you see, I too find it wrong to label as pacifist those films which

are not really that. I too feel irritated in hearing and reading that

many films are anti-war when in reality they are not, either because

they are vaguely humanitarian, abstract, or because they conceal

very different intentions. Naturally my survey is incomplete and

summary; much greater space would be needed for a deep and

thorough essay on the subject. For example, I have not mentioned

those films specifically made for peace. . . .

What films need to be made dealing with war, and how can they
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be made, and how should they be made? I believe I have already
answered this question. "Here are the yokes of the vanquished! The

day they struck us on the heads with them was not the day of our

defeat. Our defeat came when we obeyed and put the yokes over our

heads," wrote Brecht in his "Ballad of a Dead Soldier." To come
back to the roots, to the genesis of war; to eliminate the corrupting

myths of history to prefer man as the architect and not the victim

of fate, man as a ruler of life and not a spectator of history.
These are the essential premises. That is to say, to prefer even

in cinema a realistic movement which fights against that irrationalism

which is so fascinating but also so full of trickery. Cinema is, to

adapt a phrase of Stendhal, a mirror we carry with us. A mirror that

too often misshapes reality. Milan

CLAUDE AUTANT-LARA

i. Always, from my first work, I have looked upon each film as

not merely a diversion but rather because of the great amount of

capital it requires, because of the efforts necessary to its creation,
because of the considerable audience it affects a veritable social

factor.

This implies in the exercise of the filmmaker's metier a moral

responsibility, which is one of its major attractions and its nobility.
All film impresses on the spectator's unconscious mind an image

of the world that will modify his spirit, leading him to be docile and

acquiescent, causing him to accept the best as well as the worst points
of view.

Thus the cinema today has become a veritable ideological weapon,
relentlessly bombarding the popular mind.

Thus the warmongers of lie world, in order to assure submission
to their ideas, produce this multiplicity of films glorifying violence
and heroism. By habituating the public to brutality in the exceptional
as well as in the everyday "war film," they bring about the general
acceptance of force as the only solution to any dramatic situation

even to international problems.
When still quite young, I was deeply moved by an American film.

It dealt with the so-called "Great War." The film was called The
Man J Killed, starring Nancy Carroll and Phillips Holmes.
Never have I forgotten the great lesson of this humane work, com-

ing from your country, a work which showed me the way.
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2. For a long time, until recently, I have been in favor of films

made "against war." And it is only the ability and perfidy of those

who make films "for war" that has led me to modify my position

today.

In fact, how many of these enormous, costly, gigantic "war

films" have we seen? Full of flatulent sound and
thrilling fury, com-

placently glorifying the horrors of military courage, these films con-

dude, of course, with a condemnation of war.

But in the meantime the public has unflinchingly swallowed thou-

sands of feet of terrifying spectacle; and the conclusion, which ap-

pears to condemn war, certainly will not erase the preceding images
from the memory of the public.

And they are making these films even as we speak of them; they
are spending astronomical sums on these "reconstructions"; armies

and navies are collaborating free of charge to re-create these terrors;

and to the extent that these films oblige one to accept their reality

and admit their evidence, the result is fantastic, detestable propa-

ganda for war.

Shrewdly enough, this kind of film
starring actors beloved by

the public, to be sure glorifies a special kind of friendship, chris-

tened "the camaraderie of war," which is presented with incompa-
rable deceit as a "brotherhood" spawned by war a false brotherhood

that I challenge absolutely, having some true sense of brotherhood,

of its nature as of its ends, a completely different idea. . . .

Thus for all these reasons, and hi order to try to counteract all

the hypocrisies and subtleties of these filmic bombardiers I have
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reached the point today where I am against all war films, of whatever

kind.

What is necessary is not to speak of war at all! Not to make war
films at all! Not even films "against." What is necessary is to

speak of something else.

To exalt peace and love. Everything which is life.

And not destruction and death. Paris

ROBERT BRESSON

1. It is impossible for me to answer the first question for I see only
a very few films (one or two a year), and I have no idea of what
anti-war propaganda films might be and thus no idea of their influ-

ence on the public.

2. As for the second question, I believe (but I hope I am wrong)
that wars are cataclysms as inevitable as earthquakes, tidal waves,

epidemics, etc. They are one of nature's methods of mass destruction,

and they are subject to its secret plans, to its occult economy.
It seems to me that through their softening and lulling quality,

anti-war propaganda films run the risk of making a peaceful people

prey to one of these great waves of destructive fury. Paris

NOEL BURCH

The questions raised presuppose a conception of the function of

films which I do not share. I can only answer them by setting forth

briefly the reasons for this dissent.

British and American film critics and makers traditionally regard
films as intrinsically a mass medium, and though in continental

Europe this notion has occasionally been challenged (during the late

twenties in Germany and Russia and since the late fifties in France)
it was a French director, Rene Clair, who best summed up the rea-

sons behind this attitude: a film, he said in substance to students of

the IDHEC, is like a building; it costs so much, requires the collabo-

ration of so many different people and must suit the needs and tastes

of so many more that it can never be conceived as a work of art for

its own sake. This glib resignation is not surprising on the part of a
director who has never so much as glimpsed the aesthetic vistas now

being revealed by a handful of directors, but I feel that the mere
existence of such works as Le Journal d'un Cure de Campagne, Une
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Simple Histoire1 or UAnnie Dern&re & Marienbad, exceptional

though they certainly are, is enough to refute this slavishly prag-
matic approach to film art. But because films have, in fact, been a
mass medium rather than an art for fifty years, it is perfectly natural

that those whose vocation it is to improve the world they live in (and
when these people are sincere, they have my entire sympathy if not

my active support) should have been drawn to them as an ideal

instrument for modifying men's feelings and opinions about such

matters as peace and war. I, for one, feel that, philosophically speak-

ing, the goal of art is higher, for art can give man a far deeper in-

sight into his self (a function which is ultimately of great conse-

quence in worldly matters, as well; Jung has shown that western

man's present atomic dilemma is due precisely to his neglect of the

self).

Now, violence and death or, say, physical love considered as

raw materials, are eminently worthy of the truly creative filmmaker,

just as they are of the poet, precisely insofar as they are essential to

human experience, tending toward absolutes (which, as recent history
has taught us, war and peace are not). Filmmakers have only very

occasionally broken away from commercial pragmatism and, through
the specifically aesthetic though as yet largely undefined means at

their disposal, produced autonomous works of art. However, a film

like Le Sang des Betes, a veritable meditation on violence and death,

gives us a far more meaningful, more serene insight into these phe-
nomena than any "horrors of war" pamphlet, no matter how art-

fully contrived. The pamphleteers will, of course, go on treating

peace and war as often and as outspokenly as their censors will al-

low, and I certainly wish them well (we all sympathize with the non-

conformist) but if peace triumphs over war, it will undoubtedly be

because they will have reflected, more than anything else, the awak-

ening of a universal conscience. The merit of the poets, painters, and

composers of the past whom we regard as great lay not in their re-

flection of the conscience of their time but in their anticipation of

the sensibility of the future, and since films are intrinsically an art

and not a new form of literature (not, that is, subject to the prescrip-

tions of Sartre), I feel safe in saying that the film prophets of our

i. Marcel Hanoun's first feature, still unreleased in the U.S., was de-

scribed at length by Mr. Burch in the Winter, 1959 Film Quarterly.
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day are Robert Bresson, Marcel Hanoun and, despite a strong in-

clination for world-changing which weakened his first feature, Alain

Resnais. In any event, they are not the authors of La Grande Il-

lusion or Neighbours which, twenty years hence, will seem as

quaintly beside the point as a Galsworthy novel today. Paris

ANDRE CAYATTE

Often films dealing with problems of war and peace have been

proposed to me. And often I have been tempted to treat these prob-
lems on the screen through war stories. For a filmmaker, war is in

fact not only an extraordinarily dramatic setting but a state of crisis

in which both individuals and societies, suffering turmoil, are because

of this fact especially interesting to study and depict.
I have always refused such subjects, thus giving up some very

beautiful stories that I would have liked to tell.

For what reason?

Because I am a convinced pacifist.

I believe that it is impossible to show war without images that

remain in the minds of the spectators rendering war sympathetic.
To explain: whatever the war, whatever the action to be placed

in the setting of this war, men at war are necessarily (more or less

but always to some extent) heroes.

One cannot eliminate from the representation of war acts of hero-

ism, traits of courage, feats admirable or moving but in any case ex-

alting, thus creating men who do what they recognize to be their duty
whatever that may cost them.

To render war hateful, you must show only the horror, just as you
must show only the ugliness (cowardice, fear, egotism, baseness) of

those who make war. Which would be false and unjust.

So, whether you like it or not, you are left with warlike images
which not only fail to provoke revulsion but on the contrary succeed
in arousing a certain taste for battle, innate in all men. Adherence
to non-violence is the result of man's long and difficult victory over

his own warlike instincts!

This is why I do not make war films; this is why I consider that

for the most part those that have been made against war have be-

trayed the end they proposed.
But a more complete reply to these questions is to be found in



the film I just finished: Le Passage du Rksn. I like to think that the

Venice Festival jury, in awarding it the 1960 Lion d'Or, wished to

recognize its profoundly pacifist intentions. This is a film dealing
with freedom (be it interior or dependent on certain exterior circum-

stances) and also with peace. Too many people forget that, according
to the celebrated formula of Clemenceau, "It is with one's enemies

that one makes peace." I wanted to illustrate this truth by the ex-

ample of a simple man of good will who paradoxically finds his hap-

piness, and even his freedom, during his years of captivity. For kind-

ness, brotherhood, goodness, humanity, and also a sense of honor are

not the sole property of any one side. . . . Even in the Germany of

Hitler, and in spite of Nazism, there must have been, there were

men and women worthy of respect and friendship. Thus people of

two enemy camps, coming to meet and know each other, even under

abnormal and precarious conditions, end by establishing a personal

rapport that no longer takes account of those quite relative notions

which, in time and space, make enemies of them. Inevitably they
come to fraternize, at least the best among them. They come to

feel for each other if they deserve it esteem, trust, friendship,

perhaps even love. . . .
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To summarize: in my view, the only films which can unreservedly

serve the cause of peace are those which show no aspect of war, not

even its destructiveness, but which use all their means to make dear

to the audience the absurdity and ineffectuality of wars solely

through their consequences; and here one has an abundance of sub-

jects, an embarrassment of choice. Paris

SAMUEL PULLER

All Quiet on the Western Front, very powerful.

J'accuse.

The Story of GJ. Joe.

In Which We Serve.

And an English film, Morning Departure, not really about war, but

about a submarine sinking, and the attempt to rescue the crew. There

comes a time when someone has to call off the search to avoid risking

the others, and the officer gives the order over the objections of the

doomed mens' mates. That's very good.

The Italian film The Great War has some great things in it even

though it telegraphed everything.
Attack had some good things, but I hate psychological characters

in war, because in war really all characters are psycho. Everyone is

p.t a nervous animal pitch; vomit is inevitable. High theatrics and

adolescence are the same, in this subject.

I liked Paths of Glory a lot, but never really got the feeling of

death or mass murder as I did in GJ. Joe. I liked the last scene.

The film had a magnificent theatrical quality, although it was false.

I enjoyed it, but did not accept it. Attrition is war. Somber-ness

leads to attrition. The tracking shot can be effective, of course, and

we are all familiar with it in All Quiet. But I didn't get a strong

feeling in the attack. It seemed to keep away from the butchery in

war; there was still a glamour.
I put butchery in not blood and gore but butchery of man to

man. An example of butchery is when the sergeant kills the P.W. in

Steel Helmet. The officer slams him, promises him a court-martial if

it takes him twenty years. The sergeant isn't worried until his three-

day pass is at stake! That's butchery: he says to the P.W., "If you
die, 111 kill you." This sergeant is a symbol, actually the combination

of about twelve men I knew in World War II. ...
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Generally speaking, war films are bad.

Except for one about World War II by Wellman, GJ. Joe, they
are all kind of adolescent, completely insincere, full of lines like:

"Why are we here why are we fighting?"
"Did I ever show you the photo of my three kids?"

"*Tell Ma I love her."

"Synchronize your watches!"

I would like to have a character reply to that bum of an officer,

"But sir, we don't have no watches." Whah! Wouldn't that be a

laugh? But I can't do it; I can't satirize without disrespect to the

corpses.
There's always a beauty in the barn just waiting for a male, and

then the dogface comes in. These films are an accumulation of in-

competencies, an insult to the dead and the living. In three years in

World War II whenever we took a farm, or a small town or a

village, in six countries, we never saw anything but old abandoned

females, or infants, crying or dead. . . .

You can't show war as it really is on the screen, with all the

blood and gore. Perhaps it would be better if you could fire real

shots over the audience's head every night, you know, and have

actual casualties in the theater. . . . But when I do a war film, I want

the story to be about the real war, not just action. Many of the

incidents in my stories have to do with the emotions of men in war.

This is every bit as important as the actual fighting. . . .

I hate phony heroics, the kind of phony heroism we invent for kids

so that their parents back home feel good about it the nice clean

war their boy's fighting. But since I don't believe in war, I don't be-

lieve in rules for war. ... In Steel Helmet I have a sergeant shoot

down an unarmed prisoner of war. There are no rides, no fair play or

all that crap. We showed that film to some Korean veterans, and not

one hesitated to agree. Their only quarrel was that the sergeant took

so long to do it.

Fixed Bayonets is largely a story of a man who finds it is difficult

to kill. He runs away from leadership, but falls heir to it. There are

no heroes in war.

I make war films because I have met some wonderful men and

through them I can dramatize a dislike of war. If fifty pictures a year
were made like mine, perhaps people wouldn't go to war. My films do
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not glorify war. Films that do this encourage false heroism. I don't

have any of that in my films. You will find some in The Tanks are

Coming, which I wrote; but Warners changed it. I had the men fry

in their tank; Warners gave them a rescue.

War is the oldest profession, not whoring. It is as important as

breathing. It has no glamour, it is not maudlin; it is bloody and

profane. I am not trying to change the world, but the reaction I

would like to my pictures from an audience is: "Only an idiot would

go to war." In war men become animals. But I don't know what effect

my films have on audiences. I hear that they like them, that they are

excited and so on; but I wonder because although war has no more

glamotir than murder we still talk about war.

"It's wrong to kill a guy," although my characters never say so.

But this is not generally true. Even if people couldn't die, there

would still be fights. Hollywood

SERGEI GERASIMOV

In one of my talks with an Italian director, Giuseppe deSantis, he

said, "When I make films about my own people, I am understood by
the whole world. But when I tried to make a picture about a certain

abstract idea, I wasn't understood even by my own people."
This statement is quite meaningful. Perhaps it is those films that

deal truthfully and depict in great detail the life of the director's

own people which are the most effective in bringing about under-

standing and a feeling of friendship between the different peoples
of the world.

However, productions dealing directly with the struggle for peace
and disarmament have also been quite effective and have found warm
and widespread acceptance among the audiences of the world. Among
such films I would mention first On the Beach, by the excellent

American director Stanley Kramer. I would also mention Christian-

Jacque's // All the Guys in the World. . . .

It seems to me that this is a very fruitful beginning, and I myself
in the near future would like to get to work on a film that I would
call On Two Shores. The main idea of the film would be the magnifi-
cent concept of the coexistence of two different systems on one

planet.
If you want me to speak of the most vital and natural film form
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suitable to our age, it seems to me that it can take very diverse

forms, but it must absolutely be comprehensible to the broadest

strata of people, for cinema, the greatest invention of the twentieth

century, to my way of thinking, was called by history to unite all

people.
In this connection, we might discuss a film like Hiroshima Man

Amour which, as is well known, has become the subject of many
acute discussions and has as many supporters as it has opponents. I

myself belong rather to the latter. Without denying the excellent

directorial abilities of Alain Resnais, I cannot agree with much in

the conception of a film in which love is presented as the salvation

of mankind and not even love, but passion, which removes all of

the most complex contradictions of human relations. If things were

that simple, we would all be partners in a universal round dance.

However, as we all know, the situation is very different. Therefore,

of the films I have mentioned, Stanley Kramer's comes closest in its

approach to the salient problems of our century. . . .

If I were to speak of our own films, then I think there are several

among them which have attempted truthfully and with perspective to

depict the striving of our people toward peace. In particular I admire

greatly the picture of the young filmmaker Gregori Choukhrai,
Ballad of a Soldier, which very truthfully portrays the very essence

of the Soviet character. The film of another young director, Fate of

a Man, by Sergei Bondarchuk, also performs a great service in

promoting the ideas of peace. The pathos which provides the content

and the form of this very grim film also provides a way to influence

the opinions of the contemporary film audience.

And finally, a third film, also made by young men, Segal and

Kurlijanov, The House 1 Live In, is very interesting in the way it

compares two periods in the life of people: the period of war, and

the period of peace. What common feature is there in these three

Soviet films and also in The Cranes Are Flying? It is their direct, re-

lentless hatred of war this ultimate tragedy, which must never be

repeated.
If we address ourselves to the problem: "How should we make

films for peace and against war?" in this case my reply would be that

any means is good. All film forms now existing or still being born

must be employed in creating films of precisely such intentions. They
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might be short or long documentaries, film novellas, film poems, and
even comedies, if you please, as for example the amazing film, The
Great Dictator, by Chaplin.
The main thing is that they be imbued with conviction and

creative passion. In the interests of our common cause, the cause

of the supporters of peace, it seems to me that for the present the

most important undertaking should be the widest exchange of ideas

among the filmmakers of the world. . . .

At present we are all hampered by our lack of knowledge of each

other, by inertia, by indifference, and by insufficient initiative in

establishing friendly and business ties. All the films I have mentioned

could accomplish much more if they were made available to the

widest audience in all the countries of the world. Therefore it ap-

pears to me that possibly the most important problem for the present
is the establishment of the broadest distribution of films which

actively fight for peace. . . . Moscow

JEAN-LUC GODARD

1. D. W. Griffith's The Birth of a Nation, Andrfi Malraux's Man's

Hope, Sergei M. Eisenstein's Alexander Nevsky, Nicholas Ray's
Bitter Victory, Howard Hawks' Air Force, Samuel Fuller's Run of
the Arrow, Douglas Sirk's A Time to Love and a Time to Die,
Roberto Rossellini's Paisan, L. Arnstam's Zoya, John Ford's When
Witty Comes Marching Home.

I do not know what their ultimate effect is upon the audience.

2. Any film, provided it be the film of a free man; I mean, made

by a free man. Paris

RICHARD GRIFFITH

i. War films? Peace films? What can one do but call the classic

roll Pabst's Westfront 1918, Milestone's Att Quiet, Dovzhenko's

Arsenal, Rotha and Wright's World Without End, undsoweiter. The
most neglected of these is Lubitsch's The Man I Kitted (Broken
Luttaby) , the first few minutes of which say about all there is to sayy

and nobody has said it better on the screen. An entirely forgotten film

in this genre is Richard Oswald's That Was 1914, a conspectus .of the

events of July, 1914, in which we peek into the courts and chancel-

leries of Europe and watch the various monarchs and ministers un-
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intentionally paint themselves into comers from which there was
no exit but war. . . .

Ultimate effect on the spectator: this is quite incalculable. Most
of the pacifist-minded films mentioned above, and their innumerable

counterparts, tried to urge the cause of peace by depicting the hor-

rors of war war as a human experience. Probably this had the

intended effect on those already so disposed, but the mass of men
with strong aggressive instincts may well simply have enjoyed
them . . . The Pentagon uses the taxpayer's money partially to sub-

sidize the production of war films. This is doubtless very wicked,
but I don't think that it's the real reason so many films about the

Korean War and World War II and even World War I continue to

be made. They are made because they are profitable, and I suspect
that their audiences derive from them a nostalgia for the time when
it was possible for us to kill each other periodically without the

danger of ending the human story forever. This is the root of the

matter, vide Civilization and its Discontents.

It is fashionable to say that these films constitute part of the

process by which the mass media progressively desensitize us to

horror and violence, but when, in the field of crowd amusement,
were we ever very sensitive? Possibly for the second fifty years of

the last century and first ten of this, a short period of history. . . .

2. The peace-war film I should myself most like to see would be

a cold, unemotional documentary setting forth all that is known and
can be learned of the military preparations and strategic war plans
of the United States, the Soviet Union, and their allies. I should like

such a film to show how easily any of these plans could turn into a

self-starting mechanism. I can't imagine anybody even trying to

make such a film. . . . New York

ALEXANDER HAMMID

i. I do not believe a film has ever converted a militarist to paci-
fism or vice versa. A film will either touch me, move me, or leave

me lukewarm or cold, depending largely on how gifted and inspired
were those who made it. I may share the feelings and passions pro-

jected onto the screen while they are there, if they are well presented,
but I am not likely to come out swayed away from my previous
ethical or political convictions. At best, I might come out a bit
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wiser as to what makes humans tick. Whether the film was intended

to be a cry for war or an appeal against it is, ultimately, of small

importance.
2. I suspect it is a futile pastime to discuss what films should be

made or not. Certain kinds of films will be made or not made,

regardless of our talk. But if we are concerned with how films reflecjt

our trends toward war or against it, I believe it would be fruitful to

study those ever recurring undercurrents of cruelty and violence

which crop up not only in war films, but also in science-fiction films,

crime mysteries, horror films, Westerns, and others.

Is this vicarious experience of pain which vast audiences seem to

enjoy so much in the dark of the movie houses a sign that we all

unconsciously crave for violence, and ultimately war as the col-

lective result of each individual's hidden urge, while in the day-

light most of us praise peace? Or is it that the vicarious enjoyment
of pain sublimates our deep dark desires to cause or experience it?

Could it be that the orgies of violence on our screens are blessings in

disguise, exorcisms of the evil spirits in us, which pave our way
toward a political peace? New York

KURT HOFFMANN

I would like to answer your question about war films very gen-

erally by saying that in my view war films should not be made at

all. Despite whatever good intentions they may have the majority
of the public perceives them wrongly. The public sees in them the

sensation, the tension, the exciting action, and not the warning

against war which one would like to express in them.

But film is tied in with business and one should not make any
money out of a matter as serious as war. What should be done is

that from time to time short scenes out of the existing documentary
material from both world wars depicting the cruelty of war should

be shown as accompanying shorts because in my view only photo-

graphed reality has the effect that one should try to achieve: namely
to reject war under all circumstances. Munich

STANLEY KAUFFMANN

Let me answer both questions jointly. If by "most effective" you
mean artistically effective, I suppose my list of favorite war-and-
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peace films is much like other such lists, from Shoulder Arms to

Hiroshima Mon Amour. If you mean effective as propaganda, I

haven't a clue. Clearly no anti-war film has yet stopped war or come
within a thousand miles of having any permanent pacifist effect.

Only*a few kinds of war films really interest me. These do not in-

clude films whose purpose is to reveal the brutality, horror, and

cynicism of war, like Paths of Glory and On the Beach. Principally
I am interested in war films that deal with its moral consequences
for direct and indirect participants: for example, such varyingly suc-

cessful films as Grand Illusion, The Bridge on the River Kwai, Gen-
eral detta Rovere, Open City. I am interested in the human virtues

and human depravities that war evokes, which are, I believe, its

chief attractions and are among its causes. Following from this,

my primary interest in "peace" films is in those which explore present
and future possibilities toward filling the idealistic and emotional

gap that would be left by the cessation of international armed con-

flict. I don't believe that disarmament or atomic control or any
other law or restriction can lastingly cure the matter. Fifty years
after William James, the absolutely fundamental problem is still

a moral equivalent for war. New York

STANLEY KRAMER

There can be no general answer to the question regarding which
films dealing with war and peace are most effective. Obviously, we
are dependent upon the quality of the film involved.

I do believe that films in the classification of All Quiet on the

Western Front and Hiroshima Mon Amour do have the impact in

terms of provoking a thought process for the spectator. I take a very
dim view as to the ultimate effect of a single film on the spectator.
I don't think it can change anyone's mind, even though it does have
the effect of perhaps inspiring two people to come out of the theater

and have one say to the other, "I never thought of it in quite that

way before."

I think any films which can provoke discussion and difference of

opinion on the issue of peace and war in the modern concept should

be made. They will succeed as drama and provocation only in

proportion to their success in achieving identification with the

performers by the spectator. Hollywood
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LEN LYE

"When the Venutians Sing 'Auld Lang Syne
3 "

I've never seen an effectively telling film on human values. I've

never seen an effectively telling film on human values that I could

relate to the essence of individuality, peace or war, conditions of it

either/or. The juggle of the now creeps back in on our words.

Juggle or no, I've neither seen a truly great fine art film nor any
marvelous analytical job on what makes individuality tick its tock

of human values.

"Effective" for what, anyway? For winning wars or conditions of

peace and, if so, for what?

"Effective film," means as one of the best means for better under-

standing, developing, and maintaining the "good" of individuality

ends, I suppose?
If I could only stop skidding my water insect feet how peripheral

can we water insects be Canute to the peace and war currents of

individuality what a stream. You flatter, thinking we can plumb the

depths with a length of film but because you do we should unravel

a bit, I suppose.
And I suppose I could if I paused to consider what I wanted.

What I would want would be a film to confirm belief in the positive,

non-negating, "good" of individuality. That film would be one I

would call, "Utopia Now." Roll that for a title inside the helixes

of your DNA.
For the other end of a helix I wouldn't mind doing a film I

would call, "Identity 7s Value." This one would instill a profound
belief in the existence of a natural quality of value by documenting
a suggested research into the nature of both the positive and the

negating effects of identity life span enactments. I firmly believe

there is a quality of value, the stuff we know as "good-bad," in all

forms of identity in physical existence. Anyway, I'd like to have the

possibility researched by scientists and to document their work in

film.

Then there's another film that wouldn't be too bad to do apropos
of individuality whatever its conditions of peace or war, namely,
"Individual Happiness Now." This film would outline a philosophic

concept of the positive social "good" of evolutionary individuality.
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Among other things, this film would clarify the distinctions between

the social survival and the social evolutionary human values of in-

dividuality.

So now you have three films on your hands: i) Utopia Now; 2)

Identity Is Value; and 3) Individual Happiness Now.

Utopia Now: In a space world of another environment for in-

dividuality shaped by its differences to trigger the gamut of .this,

the other world's inhabitants, their heightened states of being
lies a place something like Venus, for the sake of a name like ours*

These Venutians, then. And when it comes to us and communicat-

ing with them, what have we? hardly anything. Why, we're still

bothering about suspicion, sex (not the Kinsey, but the male's

muddle of his male-female polarity projecting its survival-evolution-

ary tantrums in the form of warheads), and ducking over nest eggs.
But we do come to communicate when it is found that our art car-

ries the impress of a positive masculine content of evolutionary in-

dividuality, being the most well-wearing, not dulling but brightening
the senses of being, for centuries as our cave men do down through
the ages to us as readily as Rembrandt does. Our world stuff of this

universal stuff gets them.

So the Venutians take us on to show us how to spring Utopia
out of our hearts and get it into our environment, and in one

generation.

Anyway, this "utopia now" idea would be a fine (not a popular)
art film, or it wouldn't get made by me, and it would be popular

eventually because it would have plenty of aesthetic kinesthesia to

go on being for a new live action style to take screen presentation
out of the D. W. Griffith level of doldrums it now and ever has

wallowed in. It would be Utopian kinetic not Griffith kinetic.

The philosophy of the film would be worth it just to supplement
the grindstone theological metaphysics and our ax-wielding "prac-
tical" politics in their abrupt brush off of imaginative Utopian sight-

settings.

How dear can it be that as soon as a man and a woman are

parents they each and combined have utopia in their hearts.

Make no bloody mistake the evolutionary good in our hearts will

get us there, war or no war, economic throat-cutting, survival peace
or not.
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Your Peace and War symposium implies, of course, the sooner

the better. The thing is to get individuality to stand on its own two

"good-bad" feet and tack its evolutionary good onto its environment

for its continuousness. We all start with a developing intelligence,

and all our educators need is something basic about the values of

individuality to educate with.

Dr. Van R. Potter, at the 1960 American Chemical symposium,
in summing up the "modulation of gene expression by chemical feed-

back" said, "An individual may have genetic potential to be a great

musician, but unless this potential is developed by environment it

will never emerge." Look at what does emerge, and tell me if there

is not something rotten in the state of Value.

If our religions, philosophies, education, ideologies, and other

aspects of environment have got us where we are, then something is

not good enough. That something is not individuality but its new

phase of a new need in terms of a concept of its human values, and
one that is objectively and verifiably true for all humanity, I sup-

pose. The term "verifiable" brings us to the next, number two, idea

for an effective human values film.

Identity Is Value: It is assumed that seven precepts of natural

value cover all factual aspects of a natural "value" quality and,

further, that these precepts, or assumed laws, serve as hypotheses
for scientific research. This research would seek to isolate the factual

aspects of the structure and processes of the identity life span of

entities of physical matter, and do so in terms of a natural "value"

quality.

The following seven precepts are taken from an unpublished paper
by the writer. They are preceded by long and, I hope, clear defini-

tions of both "Identity" and "Value." These definitions cannot be
abbreviated and, fortunately for the reader and the editor's space,
need not be gone into here. Instead, let us look at two statements:

first, if "The proper study of mankind is Man," then the proper
study of human values is Value; second, scientists can no longer
take "value" for granted, any more than Pavlov could take a dog's
salivation effects from induced food imagery affects for granted nor,
for that matter, than the present symposium implies that we're to

take the human values of Individuality in peace and war, films and

philosophies, for granted.
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Taking nothing for granted, then; my precepts are based on logic

by definition. In the paper "Identity Is Value," they are supple-
mented by comments and examples. They are stated baldly here

simply because I know that sometime or other I will have to get
down to cases and, roundabout now, I think I have painted myself
into a put-up-or-shut-up corner. I bring them into our film sym-
posium because the sequential visual imagery of film could serve

as a tool in the research on some of the life span aspects of identity:

Seven Precepts Of Value

1. There is an identity factor.

2. There is a degree factor.

3. There is an act factor.

4. Identity-degree-act factors are inseparably interrelated in a life

span.

5. Identity life span enactments create unique and final effects which
affect the degree and act factors of either, or both, their own and
other identities.

6. The natural values of identity-degree-act are transposable into the

human values of individual-happiness-now.

7. "Good-bad" degrees of human values exist most pointedly in the

propagation-negation of essences of individuality.

Individual Happiness Now: To digress, roundabout 1940 I sent

my friend Robert Graves some philosophic IHN stuff. He came to

the rescue with a "Definition Of Common Purpose," as follows:
"
'Individuality' is the living self of a person: it is a concentra-

tion of his capacities, experience and principles. It is the strength
which sustains him in adversity. It is the quality which distinguishes
him from all other people, which gives him a name rather than a
number.

"
'Happiness' is what the individual experiences when he 'feels

good.' It does not depend entirely on material or physical perfec-
tion: but rather on the harmony existing between his mind and the

conditions in which he is living. These may be unsatisfactory in many
respects, but a harmony may be brought about by his living partly
in the world of books, or music, or cinema, or by the compensations
of love and friendship, or by a trust in some specific promise that

the conditions will be improved, or even in a blind faith that he
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deserves better luck and will get it. Happiness is joy in dear

weather, serenity in bad.
" 'Now' stands for the immediate relevance of things. No in-

dividuality, no happiness, has relevant existence either in the past
or the future. Nothing exists in the future except expectations of in-

dividual happiness felt now; nothing worthwhile exists in the past

except memories of individual happiness, or records of it in literature;

art or work accessible now." .

IHN is a quite complex philosophy to expound. Breathing is a
more complex process than IHN is a philosophy. IHN is simple as a

feeling. How simple can a smile or an emotional triggering feel?

Film is, of course, the most empathic of all illustrative and symbolic

imagery.
If I could only find your letter to check your questions I'd like

to sum up. (Can't, but the reader will no doubt remember them. To
remember, then:)

i. I've never seen a purple cow except by Burgess and I doubt

that, no, I'm certain, I've never seen an effective film on Peace and
War. I don't want my nose rubbed in "survival." We all know about
that. I want to know more about what "survival" is for, you know,
those "evolutionary" values.

The only effective films on your theme are those made, no doubt,

by the Venutians. I think that until the Venutians lend us a film

studio, the U.N. should sponsor a cold-blooded scientific research job

along the lines of the "Identity Is Value" project mentioned pre-

viously.

By mentioning the U.N. I mean that, if and when, the irrevocable

facts regarding the human values of individuality are found they
should be put on record in the right books. Given some good
hypotheses to start with, anyone greatly scientific could do this value

research job. Count me out on this. I'm busy with some new kind of

Venutian motion sculpture. If it carries my evolutionary impress it

is the longest lasting IHN for the IHN.
As to the "why" should all this "value" stuff be done? Why, the

Venutians might like it. These Utopians might think we've got a

quite interesting value problem on our social evolutionary hands. At
least no one else seems to think the plot of humanity thickens mainly
because we lack an objective knowledge about the nature of identity
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value, in correlation with the human values of individuality. When
this problem is both objectively and subjectively understood we

may better work for its solution. Then what have we got? Why the

same old breath of life but put into an Age of Value. New York

ROGER MANVELL

War films that are dangerous to us now (over and above those still

lingering in the old romantic tradition of heroic war, which should

be kept for "costume picture" war) are those designed to make war
situations appeal to the modern technical man war dependent on

the inventors' ingenuity and the technicians
7 race against sleep to

achieve The Ultimate Weapon on time war that appeals to the man

capable, of using his brains in a jam, the astute, clear-thinking man
with a love for adventure but little imagination of what the ad-

venture will produce in suffering for others. These films do not lie

about war in the way the old heroic films did, but they show only
a kind of positive side, and this often in productions that are ex-

ceptionally well-made and interesting such as The Dam-Busters.

Now that we are moving into a period when audiences are in-

creasingly made up primarily of young people with little or no ex-

perience of war, I prefer that films are shown that turn this positive
side over and show the reverse the human devastation involved

when the technical ingenuity has been successful films such as

Jennings' Fires Were Started, Pat Jackson's Western Approaches
about the sufferings of the merchant seamen, The Undefeated (Paul
Dickson's study of the rehabilitation of a war-shattered airman), or,

perhaps The Best Years of Our Lives, which showed how men came
out of war service. In the end my list would include: Shoulder Arms,
Berliner Ballade, A Time Out of War, to show the absurdity of war

presented in different moods; A Walk in the Sun, The Way Ahead,

Open City, Paisan, The Last Stage, Stalingrad, Desert Victory, The

Rainbow, Children of Hiroshima, Nuit et Brouittard, and the West
German film of the Nuremberg Trial and, I think, Ashes and Dia-

monds and Kanal all to show what happens to people (a few seem-

ingly good things, but mostly horrifically bad things) once they are

involved in war. I would even have Goering's gloating Baptism of

Fire shown as a warning of what it is like to be a conqueror without

feeling for the conquered.



Finally I would screen the Shell Film Unit's productions The

Rival World and Unseen Enemies (films on man's fight against

destructive insects and the diseases that wreck the lives of defense-

less, underprivileged people) to show where our warlike instincts

should be properly applied to the defense of mankind as a whole

and not as part of the whole. London

LOUIS MARCORELLES

The goal of all war films should be to de-mystify the operation

called "war." Bertolt Brecht offered us in the theater, with his ad-

mirable production of Mother Courage by the Berliner Ensemble, the

ideal example of what a denunciation of war ought to be: one which

causes the spectator to reflect. I find nothing comparable in the

cinema. Even humane works such as Milestone's Att Quiet on the

Western Front or Kubrick's Paths of Glory do not succeed in con-

vincing me, so imbued are they with the notion of the inevitability

of war. When one knows that Milestone was later to make Halls of

Montezuma and Kubrick Spartacus, one has doubts as to the serious-

ness of these filmmakers.
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Certain films have in part indicated what could be an intelligent,

critical analysis one devoid of all sentimentality of the phenom-
enon "war." Frederick Ermler's The Turning Point, and Konrad

Wolf's Stars, both of which owe much to their respective scenarists,

Boris *Chirkov and Angel Wagenstein. The romantic revolt of so

many Hollywood films made by Aldrich, Fuller, Fleischer, Zinne-

mann, signifies little more than a skillful exploitation of the Amer-

ican taste for the thriller. Here in France Jean-Luc Godard's Le

Petit Soldat, still banned by the censors, testifies that our position
is even more obscurantist than that of Hollywood: Godard explains
to us that it is magnificent to fight for a cause, that in all wars there

are often exalting moments, despite the means employed, for ex-

ample torture. He contents himself with going one better than Holly-

wood, by exploiting the picturesque in war with great distinction and

culture, in tie wake of Andre Malraux, but with a demagogic spirit

worse still than what he sometimes pretends to denounce.

The war film, whether in the context of socialist or capitalist cin-

ema, is a fraud. They always fall back on defending the righteous-

ness of one or another side and end by justifying everything. One
awaits the Hungarian or Soviet film that will courageously dare to

tell the truth about Budapest, and the American film, from New
York or Hollywood, that will dare to denounce the aberrant attitude

of the Kennedy government in the Cuban affair. Our esthetes in

Paris and in New York are still too cowardly to dare to look reality

in the face.

However, one film, English, the culmination of Free Cinema, has

shown the way: March to Aldermaston, edited by Lindsay Anderson.

Paris

MARSHALL MCLUHAN

In general, I would suggest that a topic like War and Peace in-

evitably falls into the "content" trap. Being so hot a topic, it is made
for a hot medium, which is the film. I consider that any high defini-

tion medium is a hot medium and any low definition medium is a

cool medium. By high definition I mean one in which the image,

composed of whatever senses, offers a great deal of information to

those senses; and vice versa for low definition.
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Film and photography are high definition. TV is low definition. A
high definition medium has a very peculiar effect on the senses which
it omits. In film and photography, it is tactility and auditory sensa-

tion which are dominant in the viewer's experience, even though
there be no soundtrack. The fill-in or completion of the other senses

is consistent and high, thus radio is for example a highly visual me-

dium; whereas telephone is not, being low definition.

Again, with film and photography the viewer is a camera; with

TV he is the screen. With film and photography the viewer, regard-
less of subject matter, is aggressive, outgoing, imperialistic. The
world is his oyster. I'm suggesting that the movie medium can

scarcely avoid the glorification of aggressive impulses, even when

presenting war in its most horrible aspects. The newspaper, also a
hot medium, is insatiable for hot issues, and can deal with peace

only in a hot, controversial way.
I do not know of any war film which is not finally a glorification of

war, this having nothing to do with the content whatever, nor with

the viewpoint of the filmmaker. On the other hand, television, as in

the "Victory at Sea" presentation of film materials is utterly non-

aggressive, and made our victory at sea seem altogether revolting.
In other words if you put high definition material on a low definition

medium, it boomerangs. . . .

The voice of Walter Cronkite seemed to drip gore on television,

whereas on the film its high definition resonance was geared to a

high definition image. Toronto

ARTHUR MILLER

I have one thought about pictures on war, which is that the

danger is to present war in such a way as unwittingly to give heroism

in battle an inspiring connotation. This is difficult to avoid, regard-
less of one's intentions, and the only movie which .comes to mind
which succeeded in this respect was Grand Illusion.

In any case, the problem is today not one of debunking war or

extolling peace but of presenting, if indeed it is possible, the subtle

machinery through which international accord can be effectuated.

In general, a presentation of the futility of war or its horrors is

more likely than not to create a defeatist attitude. New York
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ROBERT OSBORN

I know of only two films which give me a feeling of the true hor-

ror of men killing one another: With the Marines at Tarawa this

is almost the way it is; The Battle of San Pietro next best and still

real.

A Condemned Man Has Escaped: not directly about war but still

the horror of humans against humans is truly shown. I wish I'd made
this film!

Le Retour: made me cry. Open City: the priest and the barbed

wire!

Paisan: the marsh scene seemed true and the screaming baby truer.

Out: didn't bite me; the subject itself did. Power Among Men: a

serious study of part of the problem of wars. Desert Victory: tramp,

tramp, tramp; yet far better in parts than Capra's North African

escapades. Target for Tonight: plucky schoolboys at play against

the inevitable beauty of nature in war. Baptism of Fire: propa-

ganda to scare you. But the shelling of the house at the nearby end

of the street should scare everyone.

Fighting Lady and Power in the Pacific: both have the faked,

sentimental, sickly-sweet quality which makes them false to war. On
the other hand, Tarawa is so ghastly, so frightening and animal-like

and crashing and uncertain by the moment and throat-drying that it

begins to resemble men actually shooting at YOU. . . . Men trying

to KILL men. Robert Capa in Spain: some very moving and tragic

shots. But BunueFs Land Without Bread feels much more like a war

than Capa's actual war shots. Frank Capra in Africa: as I said,

ludicrous sun-lamp boys!
The Birth of a Nation: great as it is, I don't somehow feel it is a

war film. Alexander Nevsky: again, not real war but a pageant about

war. Ten Days that Shook the World and Potemkin: much more the

sense of humans against humans and killing to win. The Big Parade:

preposterous poop. All Quiet on the Western Front: fatally fake.

(Think of Wolheim and O*Neil! by comparison.) Shoulder Arms and

The General: these are about comedy, not about war; but the

observations about war are marvelous. Battle of the Rails: seemed

fake to me. Les Maudits, even more so.

La Grande Illusion: when the escaped man meets the farm woman
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and when he hated his friend, the movie was affecting to me. Red

Badge of Courage: Huston and little Audie serving sodapop for the

real thing. (See Tarawa.) Even compare the tall dying man with the

dying Russian in The Cranes are Flying. Ballad of a Soldier: stylized

comedy teams. L'Equipe: the French aviators playing being plucky.

Wings, Hell's Angels, etc.: total nonsense. All of the Gish girls and
Nazimova and the Talmadge sisters getting worse than death on
floors and tables at the hands of caricature Germans. U.S. Bond
Drive posters of the most tawdry, unconvincing sort.

Upshot: The directors haven't made a movie which realizes the

total horror of WAR. Some have approached it. The actual sense

isn't there. Goya's etchings of "The Horrors of War" say more.

Nearly every one of them zeros in on human failure.

Daumier's cartoons also can rise to great statements, but Goya
far surpasses him depicting WAR. George Dix is splendidly honest

about war and George Grosz.

American combat artists? Silly! No ideas transposed. No feel of

war. Vronsky's death in War and Peace and Hardy's The Dynasts

suggests more of the trouble. Salisbury, Conn.

OIAN-LUIGI POLIDORO

Among the vast number of war films, I recall only two Mile-

stone's All Quiet on the Western Front and Kautner's The Last

Bridge in which war is shown for what it is; a useless event, with

neither pity nor reason, a tragically boring fact. And it is no accident

that both the men who wrote these stories are German and that both

have lived within the climate of two lost wars.

They have always tried to make us believe that war is a gymna-
sium of glory, epic from the time of the Iliad up to the latest heroic

American and Russian films. . . .

So they are still going on making films about wars, and the loud

music brings rapture to the heart of the poor man sitting in the

audience who is bored by his life. . . .

So peace is a bore and war is amusing: the young people who
weren't old enough during the war are easily taken in by this big
lie.

We must not make films dealing with war. But if they are made,
they should at the least demonstrate that under all circumstances

war is boring, grotesque, stupid.
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We must make films that will teach the young people who wish to

fight, to march, to follow a flag, who want an ideal that beyond the

military wars there are other kinds of wars to fight, other kinds of

heroes to believe in. Rome

HERBERT READ

1. Presumably "effective" means preventive of further wars. I

doubt whether films which depict the horrors of war in a direct

realistic manner are effective in this sense they probably stimulate

latent aggressive impulses. What is needed are films which have a

cathartic effect, tragic films in which the full range of human emo-

tions is engaged, films like Hiroshima Mon Amour.

2. The problems of peace and war are social problems, more

specifically, problems of social neurosis, of mass psychosis, of eco-

nomic justice. All this is dangerous ground from the point of view of

the film producer in a capitalist society, but if we are to be serious

about war and peace, such problems must be made the basis of any
effective films. There is perhaps another kind of film which is effective

in the long run: the film that depicts in a positive manner the bless-

ings of peace inevitably a Utopian film. And just another sugges-
tion: films that encourage what William James called "the moral

equivalents of war" the immemorial warfare against nature, "the

permanently sour and hard foundations of man's higher life."

London

JEAN RENOIR

In 1936 I made a picture named La Grande Illusion in which I

tried to express all my deep feelings for the cause of peace. This film

was very successful. Three years later the war broke out. That is the

only answer I can find to your very interesting enquiry. Paris

TONY RICHARDSON

They Were Expendable (Ford) ;
Att Quiet on the Western Front

(Milestone) ;
The English Wartime Documentaries (Jennings) ;

La
Grande Illusion (Renoir); A Generation (Wajda).

Every one of these films is unique although the approach in each

is completely different from the others. Whether any of the people
who made them were primarily motivated by making a definite piece

of anti-war propaganda, I don't know. ... In their own ways, these



films chart with great insight, feeling, and poetry some of the ex-

periences that war brings to man or to a country. War nowadays is

too total and too cataclysmic to be reduced to any simple attitude.

These films not only reflect the miseries and horrors of war, but . . .

the comradeship, the humor, the endurance of the people concerned.

The final impression, though, that they all give is one of the tragic

human waste in war overwhelmingly, tremendously so. This is seen

not so much in anger as in compassion. Their final gesture is not of

protest but a deep stoical pity.

How far this has either an immediate or a permanent effect on any

spectator, I don't know. Certainly it is not an effect that can be

easily described. ... An artist, a filmmaker, has to record a certain

experience and in recording it make it mean something. In that

process the artist will cover the bones of his experience with the flesh

of his own personal world, with his own responses and morality. The

spectator then meets the man-in-art, and he is affected in an indirect

oblique way as human contact works one sensibility extending and
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widening another, bringing articulation where there was confusion,

eloquence where there was chaos. This is the way I believe all art,

good or bad, has its effect. . . .

That is why it is impossible to say what film needs to be made

dealing with the problem of peace or war. Behind this is the feeling
that art can be guided that attitudes and suggestions can be di-

rected. It is, however, a fatal concept and can only result in propa-

ganda or advertising. Neither has anything to do with the real thing
and both are specious and parallel products of weaknesses within re-

spectively the East and the West. You cannot legislate for the artist

any more than an artist can calculate whether he is going to please or

influence a public. . . .

Of course, in a film the problems are heightened by the whole

economic size of the operation, but this is part of the medium itself,

and dealing with the intractabilities of setting up any production is

as much part of the job as a sculptor ordering and carting his clay.
War is one of the huge unhewn experiences of our time of all times.

It is as vast as life itself and out of it can be carved as many films,

novels, and plays as there are writers and filmmakers. London

PAUL ROTHA

1. Milestone's All Quiet on the Western Front, Dovzhenko's Ar-

senal, Huston's The Battle of San Pietro, Wyler's The Best Years of

Our Lives, Bernhard WickPs The Bridge, Renoir's La Grande Illu-

sion, Chaplin's The Great Dictator, Resnais' Hiroshima Mon Amour,

Wajda's Kanal, McLaren's Neighbours, Resnais' Night and Fog,
Rossellini's Paisan, Kubrick's Paths of Glory, Rotha's Peace of

Britain, Huston's The Red Badge of Courage, the Sanders Brothers'

A Time out of War, Trivas' War is Hell (No Man's Land), Pabst's

West-Front 1918, Rotha's The World is Rich, Rotha and Wright's
World Without End.

This is not by any means a complete list but, in alphabetical or-

der, some titles that occur to me at the moment. I feel that all these

films have had a powerful and lasting effect on audiences wherever

they have been shown.

2. With regard to what films could or should be made, surely the

most important of all are those which explain or reveal the economic

causes of war as well as the political reasons. Far too many films
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have dealt with the effects of war without touching on the causes. In

the struggle to get them made, I have always thought that the trade

unions might do a great deal more to sponsor films of this kind than

they have been inclined to do. I hope very much that the film I am
now making about Hitler and the Nazi Party will show how fascism

came to be possible in Germany and Italy and Spain, the psychologi-
cal as well as the economic causes. It will run to feature length and
will be comprised only of authentic footage which I am obtaining
from many countries in Europe as well as from the U.S. London

DORESCHARY

i. The most effective are those that have the quality that all im-

portant motion pictures must have the quality of identification

through characterization. A magnificent documentary like The True

Glory or some of the film compiled by Frank Capra and Anatole

Litvak and William Wyler during World War II remain exciting and

absorbing to the professional picture maker or journalist but they
fail to command the audiences for whom they were intended because

they (the audience) would rather get their war experiences as shared

by actors playing roles to which can be directed appropriate hate or

affection. John Huston's film dealing with psychoneurosis moved me
to tears and was as effective an anti-war film as I have ever seen

because it serves to mark the wreckage of war on those we love with-

out stimulating our hate for the enemy that caused it. But America
is a frontier nation having won all our wars, conquered the plains
and the deserts and mountains; having grown from a dot of pilgrims
on a large map to an overwhelming swarm of people with high stand-

ards of living and loads of leisure time we like to see our war pic-
tures in the image of our history. Our heroes must wind up carrying
the victory; and if our movie characters seem larger than life then

along comes Sergeant Alvin York and by his war achievement, re-

duces our giants to pygmies. We can have pictures, and have had

them, that speak out against war and its senseless slaughter, but if

they are done well there is an identification; and if all the heroes die

then we hate the Germans or Japanese who killed them, if* they live

then we are glad they triumphed.
I am speaking now in terms of the mass audience and the effect

upon them when I suggest that their real identification in the so-

called anti-war Bridge on the River Kwai came at the moment the
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bridge blew up killing all those Japanese soldiers. Most of the audi-

ence assumed that Alec Guinness' role was that of an oddball and
that Holden and Hawkins were really firstrate he-men, even though
Holden pretended for a while that he didn't like to fight. My point is,

I don't think an effective anti-war film has been made obviously
not because men are still shooting at each other in a dozen places
on the globe.
We can't make a truly great anti-war film until wars are abolished

and the reasons for that cherished dream to come true have noth-

ing whatever to do with films for or against war. . . .

2. A picture such as Go for Broke served to inform American and
world-wide audiences about the record of American-Japanese who

compiled an incredible battle record as the 442nd Battalion. I think

it was worthwhile and effective. Though we made a Hollywood "war
movie" it made a stronger point, which I believe had some value.

Concerning the films about war and peace that need to be made I

don't know anything if I did I'd make them. New York

GEORGE STONEY

What kind of anti-war films should be made? How should they be
made? I've often thought about this problem and, frankly, have no

ready answer.

During my college days I dined now and then with an elderly

professor of Victorian literature who complained on more than one
occasion: "When my father refused to let me leave the university to

volunteer for the Spanish American War he caused me to miss the

great adventure of my collegiate generation."
Ludicrous as this may sound today, old Dr. Johnny Booker was

nibbling at a truth that has affected man's attitudes toward war al-

most since the beginning of time and has had an even more pro-
found effect upon the ballads, the tales, the books, plays, and movies
we have composed in praise or blame of it.

A great many of us now middle-aged Americans who were drafted

against our wills into the Second World War and who classify our-

selves as "anti-war" today will have to admit, if we are honest with

ourselves, that those years in the army were our Great Adventure,
also. Just listen to us swap stories with strangers of our generation
on a long train ride!

For most men, and for many women in modern times, war has
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meant adventure, excitement, a testing of the sinews and the spirit,

comradeship, a cause to lose oneself in, a discipline to shore up one's

doubts and weaknesses, an excuse for license, a suspension of per-
sonal responsibility, a drug for .the questioning conscience, an escape
from monotony, from monogamy, from personal failure, a chance

to start afresh.

Most films about war have been intentionally or not in praise
of it, or in praise of the things it caused to happen to people. . . .

Since most films are made for popular consumption this may seem

inevitable. But a number of films made by people who wanted to

cause their audiences to hate war have also fallen into this trap.

Perhaps it's like the problem a country preacher once complained
about: "If I could make salvation sound like half as much fun as sin

I could fill all heaven before sundown." Perhaps ours is exactly like

the preacher's problem. For in his sermons salvation was a passive
state you stopped doing all those wicked and interesting things.

Similarly in most war films, peace is merely a time when war is over;
and viewers start fishing for their hats and overshoes because they
know the end music will come blaring up in half a minute. Peace. At
best we have presented it as a resting time after the orgasm of war.

One certainly wouldn't want to miss it not until the next war!

You may protest that the kind of films I'm referring to are as out

of date as the wars they glorify. True. True. Yet mankind is unfail-

ingly old fashioned about his dreams, and it is our dreams far more
than whatever reality we know that molds our attitudes.

This is why a film like All Quiet on the Western Front or that in-

genious tour de force Paths of Glory can move us (or did move me,
at any rate) quite as much as the latest tough-guy machine gun saga
set in Korea. And these two films, despite their neoromantic tone,

are far more effective as anti-war propaganda. For in both the attrac-

tions that war has for most men are recognized, labeled, and (at least

in plot intention) demolished. That both films in total effect still

have a certain tendency to make war more interesting than peace
is a comment as much upon our traditional art of storytelling as on
these individual films. Perhaps so long as we work in this tradition

our films about war will always be in praise of it.

Consider now that one truly modern anti-war film, Hiroshima Mon
Amour, made completely outside this tradition of storytelling. The
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difference is shockingly apparent. Its makers have found their drama
not in war itself but in the struggle of its protagonists to recover from
war's consequences. This helps; yet other filmmakers have tried the

same approach with much less powerful effect. (Harp of Burma is

one much heralded example.)
The point may be that Hiroshima is never a story with a plot one

follows with the usual satisfactions or a tragic drama with purgation
of feeling to offer in exchange for one's attention. Hiroshima is per-

haps as close to a tangible experience as the cinema can give an
audience. It makes you desperately conscious of what it feels like

to live and to die ... to die that blighted, blotched, misshapen, burn-

ing death the next war will bring to tens of millions; to live with the

burden of those deaths on one's conscience.

What anti-war films should be made? How should they be made? I

don't know. But Hiroshima Mon Amour contains the best suggestions
I have seen to date. New York

FRANCOIS TRUFFAUT

1. The word "effective" troubles me greatly. I assume you expect,

by way of reply, a list of films which, according to me, make war

disgusting and make us turn from it in horror. If that is the case, it

seems to me that war films, even pacifist, even the best, willingly or

not, glorify war and render it in some way attractive: La Grande
Illusion (which I admire) makes one want to be a prisoner; Paisan

(which I admire) to be a partisan; Le Petit Soldat (which I admire)
to become a secret agent; and Sergeant York (which I admire) a
war hero.

A film that truly shows war, battles, almost necessarily exalts war
unless it is a question of a parody: Shoulder Arms, Tire au Plane

(by Jean Renoir), Duck Soup, The Great Dictator, etc.

The effective war film is often the one in which the action begins
AFTER the war, when there is nothing but ruins and desolation

everywhere: Rossellini's Germany Year Zero and, above all, Alain

Resnais' Nuit et BrouiUard, the greatest film ever made.
2. War should not be shown as an accepted fact, inevitable, im-

ponderable, an act of God, but rather as a human decision, made by
a small group of men. One should show how and why they declare

a war, thus immediately causing the spectator to doubt the necessity



of making war or of going to war. After having shown those who gave
the orders, one should show those who receive them, and their re-

actions (the simple soldiers). One should sketch in some particular
cases: the soldier who commits suicide, the one who mutilates him-

self in order to be discharged, the one who asks to be hospitalized so

as not to fight, the one who volunteers for all the dangerous missions

and marches forth to meet the enemy singing his national anthem,

and, finally his portrait would constitute the essential one of the

film the modest individualistic deserter, who tries to convert no one

and who, purely and simply, refuses war. Further, this film ought
to be called Le Refus. So, our deserter proceeds in advance of the

war, step by step, as the cities are destroyed; he hides, changes his

route, always alone, he walks, he moves forward. Along the way,
naturally, he comes across corpses, and perhaps abandoned and
wounded children, whom he could help to survive. But he does not

even look at them, for he knows that the least gesture not devoted

to his own protection would be fatal for him and would make him,
if not a hero, at least a "man of war." Thus he advances, he walks

ceaselessly to the end of his ideas, to the end of the war.
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It seems to me that a film made in this spirit would have a chance,

if not of pleasing the public, at least of causing it to reflect that war

is an outrage. Paris

ARCHER WINSTEN

A question on films of peace and war covers a vast area, fifty years
of production, hundreds of films, many of them good, many of them
earnest in their hatred of war and killing. From The Birth of a

Nation to Hiroshima Mon Amour they are international landmarks
of the industry-art. But little analysis is needed to reveal that if you
rule out pictures glorifying war, a nation, a service, a hero, a revolu-

tion, or the next war to end wars, few can be considered effective as

deterrents to war. Whether for victory or 'death, they prepare men,
women and children to fulfill national duties.

Three French films and one American rise above those limitations

to a purely human, anti-war statement. They are Grand Illusion,

Forbidden Games, Hiroshima Mon Amour,* and The Battle of San
Pietro,

It is most significant that the country which has made the most
effective anti-war films proved least effective itself in the last war.

One must note that John Huston's The Battle of San Pietro was

recognized by the American military as being bad for martial spirit.

Huston's preoccupation with the technique of gathering the dead in

their white bag-shrouds was censored soon after an early preview.
The picture itself was not given army or propaganda support.

Grand Illusion does exemplify a spirit of international brother-

hood, but it has also that sporting attitude which can be utilized so

easily as the basis for another battle in a better cause.

Forbidden Games and Hiroshima Mon Amour come close to the

heart of an effective treatment of war. The trick is indirection, an
affirmation of something else, of childhood, of innocence, of love, of

life itself.

Preaching and anti-war propaganda carry their own opposition
within them, even when they don't glorify what they pretend to at-

tack. But a child's utter innocence in Forbidden Games provides the

damning contrast. That picture makes you feel sick at the sight of

war.



The same can be said of Hiroshima Mon Amour. Resnais, the

director who seeks ultimate contrasts in order to force his audience

to draw its own conclusion, here forces man and woman to relive the

intensities of the flesh, to see that flesh burned in atomic fire, to ex-

perience love in the midst of national hatred, to see that love turned

into a memory scar.

Whether such films should be made and widely distributed in the

democratic or capitalist world while the communist world feeds on

more traditional glorifications of the hero seen as worker-fighter, or

stout defender against aggression, is a problem not to be decided

at a symposium on films of War and Peace. It should be enough for

people concerned with films to make all kinds, try to see clearly
what they're about, note which countries are banking the propaganda
fires or blowing them up higher, and make the films most helpful to

them and their future. Who can want to make his peace film so great
his side will be guaranteed defeat in the next war? New York

ROBERT WISE

i. My list of films of war and peace and I assume by films of

peace you mean those making some comment on war would include
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several old standards: The Grand Illusion, AH Quiet on the Western

Front, Birth of a Nation, Intolerance, Kameradschaft, and perhaps
a half a dozen others; some more recent films: Open City, Men in

War, The Cranes are Flying, The Best Years of Our Lives, the

superb Hiroshima Mon Amour, The Bridge, the Huston documenta-

ries, Desert Victory \ and two films not normally included in such a

list but which seem to me, as a spectator, to be articulate and moving
statements about the nature of war: The Magnificent Seven and
The Informer.

The ultimate effect of these films is, in one way or another, to ex-

pose war for what it is the senseless, corrupt slaughter of human

beings and in terms of drama and character, to make a personal
statement about it. The peculiar significance of each film is the

humanity, power, beauty, and compassion of the statement and the

skill with which it's made. Here is what a few of the films I've men-
tioned held for me as a spectator:

Renoir in Grand Illusion, it seems to me, comments on the shift-

ing values of war, on the futility of the military aristocrat with his

outdated and rather pathetic code of honor, and on the new impor-
tance of foot soldiers who can set aside the imposed discipline of

military duty and allow enemy prisoners to live and to realize the

common dream of men on each side going home.

Milestone contrasts the theoretical and precise idea of patriotism
with the confused, tragic actuality of battle, imparting special power
to his contempt for them both by telling his story through the eyes
of a man young enough to be susceptible to both.

In Griffith's films the terrible personal injustice of war is portrayed
with a poignance and an awesome indignation.

Rossellini records the unleashed cruelty and ferocity of human be-

ings at war, and the heroic endurance and resistance of which they
are capable.

Kurosawa's Magnificent Seven explores the psychology of the

fighter the pride he takes in being a professional, the loneliness

to which he is committed, and the ordeal of fire he must survive

over and over in order to retain the only thing he really wants

the respect of other professionals.
The Informer shows how the brutal necessities of war can sweep

up and destroy a man incapable of understanding them. Gypo
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Nolan- . . makes a clumsy, childlike attempt to achieve a dream

and is overwhelmed by the deadly harshness of the reality of the

rebellion.

2. I would preface my answer to your second question with this

qualification: to me the most effective approach to storytelling, and

especially storytelling in film, is through character. Personally, I

would not set out to make a film dealing with war, or racial bigotry,

or political corruption, or any subject as such. My main concern as

a storyteller is with people. The circumstances of their conflict can

be the horror or boredom of war, or the difficulty of peace, but I'd

insist that the characters involved be of such dimension and so

accurately created that these circumstances could be changed with-

out diminishing them as characters. . , .

Most important, I believe, in any film, no matter what the sub-

ject matter, is the avoidance of literal statement of theme. That
should be left to pamphleteers. Ideas are vital to a film, but they
should not be baldly stated. They should emerge as the powerful
natural by-product of fine drama. I believe this is what was done in

each of the films I've mentioned and I believe the ideas inherent in

each came through more strongly because of it.

With this in mind, I would say that the pictures that need to be

made should be made by men with an intellectual and emotional

compulsion to make a personal statement. In our world of violently

emerging nationalism and the terrible anxieties brought on by nuclear

and hydrogen weapons, I would feel compelled to make films dealing
with these immediate problems and with people deeply and pas-

sionately involved in them and committed to them. Hollywood



DESIGNING PACIFIST FILMS

Paul Goodman

I am asked for my thoughts about the content and style of anti-

war films, and making such a film.

First of all, such a film must at least not do positive harm by
predisposing its audience toward war. The images of senseless vio-

lence, horror, and waste that are usually employed in the com-

mercially successful "anti-war" films without doubt have a porno-

graphic effect and remain in the soul as excitants and further incite-

ments. Let me spell this out.

1. The cinematic conditions of bright screen and dark theater,

lasting for many minutes, tend to fascination and hypnosis. The

images of horror then easily detach themselves from the kind of in-

tellectual and ethical framework in which they are usually presented,
and attach themselves to quite different subliminal ideas. We must
bear in mind how a child wakes up screaming with his nightmare
of the animated cartoon he has seen, and this nightmare is now ex-

pressing a kind of wish.

2. Also the response of a theatrical mass-audience is different from
the more intellectual and ethical responses of a few. What a theater

audience experiences most vividly is how it has, anonymously, shared

in breaking a taboo, in witnessing the forbidden and shocking with

accomplices. The "message" of the spectacle is employed as a ration-

alization. Of course it is only the rationalization that is mentioned
outside the theater or in the, reviews, though the advertising hints at

the shocking.

3. This process is specific for the heightening of guilt: attach-

ment to a forbidden stimulation with one's censorship lowered by
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crowd feeling, and yet disapproved by one's ethical and social self.

Now the effect of guilt is not reform nor, finally, deterrence; but

inevitably resentment for having been made guilty, and clandestinely
or unconsciously choosing more congenial buddies. (Pacifist propa-

ganda in general, let me say, is prone to arouse guilt just because it

is irrefutable and on the side of the angels. This is an important
reason why some immediate action must be available, accompany-
ing persuasion just as a loving sexual seduction must lead to acts

or it does harm.)

4. The arousing of lust and self-disapproval leads to the specific

pornographic effect of wished-for punishment (the hallmark of pop-
ular sexual art, genre of Tennessee Williams). The image of punish-
ment is often provided in the film itself, as its poetic justice. Such

self-punishment is evil in itself, but worse is that usually it is pro-

jected far and wide as vindictive hatred of scapegoats. And al-

ternatively, it seeks for allies in mass-suicide, as if to say, "We are

not worthy to live."

5. Especially in cinema, the conditions of fantasy and the habits

of the audience are so discontinuous with behavior in the waking
public world that the shock of strong images is sentimentalized: the

rationalizing sorrow and regret is used to insulate the experience from

any possible action. The energy of revulsion turns into pity, a porno-
graphic emotion, rather than active compassion or political indigna-
tion not otherwise than Christians exhaust their neighbor-love in

the sentimentality of the Cross. The next step is for the sentimental-

ized horror to be taken as matter-of-course in the public world, just
as for those Christians the poor must always be with us, so that

Christians can be charitable.

6. Finally, bad audiences cannot be relied on to respond to a whole
work of art; they will select from it what suits their own repressions,
and interpret according to their own prejudices the very fact that

they have been moved despite themselves. The lovely is taken as

dirty, the horrible as sadistically thrilling. This derogation is partly
revenge against the artist. Bad audiences follow the plot as a story;

they do not identify with the whole work as the soul of the poet,
but they identify with the actors of the story and take sides. Given
a film about capital punishment, for instance, a Camus will notice,
and be steeled in revulsion by, the mechanism: he will deny the
whole thing the right to exist because it is not like us (this is the
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reaction-formation, denial, that is characteristic of active compas-
sion) ;

but a vulgar audience will identify with the victim, get in-

volved in the suspense, thrill to the horror, and weep with pity.
The effect is entertainment, not teaching or therapy, and to be en-

tertained on such a theme is damaging.

Of course, by a good audience, a work of genuine art cannot be

easily mistaken and abused in this way. By definition, the images of

genuine art do not allow themselves to be detached from their ideas,
for the whole is solidly fused in the artistic activity. But this stand-
ard of excellence is useless for our present purposes, since such works
are not conveniently had for the asking. And when they do occur,

they are just as likely to be embarrassing. For example I choose
classics of literature that are beyond debate both Homer's Iliad

and Tolstoy's War and Peace are infused by, and teach us, a pro-
found pacifism, a lofty and compassionate dismay at the infatuated
violence of men in their armies. Yet they certainly also express, and
even celebrate, the demonic in war, the abyssal excitement of man-
kind gone mad. This was interesting to these artists and it might
be to any contemporary artist how could one. know? The counter
to such demonism in a great artist would have to be a kind of saintli-

ness. We are here clearly outside the context of planning pacifist
films.

Again by definition, in a work of genuine art the images of horror,
etc., do not have a pornographic effect and do not incite to repeti-
tion, for the experience is finished and cathartic: the fearful images
are purged, transcended, interpreted, or otherwise integrated with
the rest of life. An art work leaves its audience with a saner whole

philosophy (more congenial to pacifism in so far as pacifism is

truth) ; and it has taken some of the venom from the cruelty and ar-

rogance in the soul. But such a recreative "finished" experience is

precisely not rhetoric; it does not lead directly to action or any im-
mediate policy. The Athenians seeing Euripides' Trojan Women
were no doubt wiser and sadder about the very course of folly that

they continued plunging along. (I do believe, however, that great
art, forcibly confronting us with a more meaningful universe, does
initiate conversion, and pacifists do well to perform these achieved
monuments of their tradition.)

My guess I judge from my own art-working is that a serious
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modern artist who happens to be a pacifist (and how could he not

be, if he once attends to these matters?) if such an artist begins
to move artistically among the scenes of war, his art action will lead

to the exploration and expression of his own horror, rage, pain, and

devastation. The vegetarian will disclose his cannibalism, the pacifist

his murderousness. Such works, e.g., Guernica, are monuments of

how it is with us; they have no leisure for a practical moral nor

even for the luxury of indignation. The eye-lamp flamingly thrust

forward over Guernica does not light up the deed of Nazi bombers,
but the violent soul of Picasso, brought to a salutary pause.

If we consider spurious, kitsch, or propagandists anti-war art, on

the other hand, its actual pornographic and provocative effect is

equally to be expected, for the fantasy and the art-working convey
the disorder of the weak artist and speak to the underlying wishes

of the bad audience.

We thus have, by and large, the ironical situation that precisely
the best cause, which has irrefutable sense and common humanity,

ought to avoid "psychological," "artistic," and mass-rhetorical ef-

fects.

What are the available resources of pacifist persuasion that can

be used for such a film? They can be roughly classified as:

I. Factual education.

II. Analysis of character-neurotic and social-neurotic war ideol-

ogy, and the withdrawal of energy from the causes of war

spirit.

III. Opportunities for positive action, and pacifist history and

exemplars.

I. Factual education:

a. As a strictly prudential argument, pacifism has an easy case,

perhaps too easy a case, so that people do not attend to it. People
have always known that war is a poor expedient, inefficient for any
plausible purpose. And "present-day war," not only our present-day

war, has long been out of the question. It is best if the facts of the

senselessness of it are allowed to speak for themselves, without ad-

mixture of moral or emotional appeal or any grandiose references to

saving the human species. The matter is much simpler. War-talkers
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are pretty close to fools or else not a little crazy; their posture and

remarks are not proper to normal grown men. This can be simply

demonstrated, relying on logic, statistics, and history. The frame-

work must be an irrefragable and unmistakable structure of even

printed verbal propositions, however "uncinematic"; for we are deal-

ing with a deeply neurotic and even schizophrenic phenomenon, and

the reality of ordinary reasoning, and ordinary dismissal of stupidity,

must be strongly affirmed.

b. On the other hand, the dangers of pacifist action e.g., the risks

involved in unilateral disarmament if it does not spread should also

be dispassionately and fully presented, so far as they can be fairly es-

timated. // is not necessary to have an answer for every argument,
even grave arguments, for we cannot do what is senseless and un-

worthy of men in any case. Pacifism is a decision. The "serious" po-
sition is not, as Niebuhr, for instance, seems to think, to choose a
lesser evil; it is to realize that we cannot have been so wrong for so

long without purgatorial suffering.

c. The facts of war policy, war makers, and war economy ought
to be exposed with unsparing honesty and detail, at the risk of in-

evitable censorship. E.g., delineating the personalities a Teller,

Eisenhower, or J. Edgar Hoover on whom so much is allowed to

depend. But further, the immense network of the power structure

must be made clear and diagramed, so that a person comes to realize

how nearly every job, profession, and status is indirectly and directly
involved in making war. (In my opinion it is a grave weakness of the

pacifist tax-refusal that it does not responsibly trace the income

whose tax is refused. I doubt that there would be much untainted in-

come to tax! I myself am a pretty honest writer and teacher, yet a

good part of my small income conies from my being used as a kind

of court jester for advertisers.) It must be made dear how much of

the framework of our society, including its apparent advantages, is

part of the war and would be undermined by pacifism.

II. Analysis of character-neurotic and social-neurotic war ideology,
and the withdrawal of energy from the causes of war spirit:

a. Psychologically, our "tough" warriors live by a conceit of them-

selves as strong, to ward off the anguish of their spirits broken by
authorities they could not face up to; and a conceit of themselves as
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hard, to ward off loss of love and fear of impotence. A film might

profitably analyze the military posture, pelvis retracted, belly kept

hard, exhalation restricted; the military ethos of inhibited feeling,

the conceit of superiority by slavish identification with authority

symbols. For comparison, analyze the social and family genesis of

an underprivileged gang tough. The details of Marine discipline as a

means of destroying manliness. The system of griping fostered in

armies as a means of maintaining childish dependency and avoiding

mutiny. But further, show how in our times the classical sociology
of the armed services as a substitute for civilian responsibilities is

combined with the use of the services as complements of and train-

ing for organizational civilian life. The soldier seeks for ratings like

a junior executive, while the Organization Man has a tough as his

secret ideal. A thorough social and psychological analysis of these

types would immunize the young.
b. Analyze the notion of the Enemy as a projection (scapegoat)

and also as a political red herring. Show in detail how enemies have

been manufactured and miraculously reformed by techniques of press
and promotion. Show also how foreign nations have thus manu-
factured the Americans as the Enemy and assigned to us Enemy
traits and wishes.

c. But probably the chief factor of war spirit that must be ana-

lyzed is not the military character nor the projection of the Enemy,
but the paralysis with which the vast majority of people of all coun-

tries accept the war that they oppose both by conviction and feeling.
This must be betoken an inner, fatalistic attachment to the feared

disaster, and it is best explained as "primary masochism" (Reich):
the hypothesis that because of their rigid characters, people are

unable to feel their pent-up needs, especially of sexuality and creative

growth, and therefore they dream up, seek out, and conspire in an
external catastrophe to pierce their numbness and set them free.

The prevalent conditions of civilian peace and meaningless jobs tend

to heighten this lust for explosion. (My experience, however, is that

in analyzing this factor of war, one is opposed precisely by the more
moralistic pacifists themselves. Rather than condone normal homo-

sexuality or encourage the sexuality of their children, they would, ap-

parently, accept the brutality of armies and see people blown to bits.

One is dubious about the sanity of their pacifism, which seems to be
rather a defense against their own hostile fantasies.)
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Social and psychological subject matter of this type is sufficiently

interesting in itself and is only confused by attempts at drama or

case historyj a straight classroom approach, the illustrated lecture,
is probably most quietly effective.

III. Opportunities for positive action and pacifist history and ex-

emplars:
a. Factual exposure of the political and corporate operations of

war society and psychological and social analysis of its war ideology
and spirit ought to detach and release the energy that had been
bound up in conventional symbols and habits of life. We must then
have uses for this energy and opportunities for pacifist action. In

principle, any animal satisfaction, personal self-realization, commu-
nity welfare, or humane culture will draw energy from the structure

of conceit, projection, and fatalistic masochism of the war spirit.

"Waging peace" is the best means of preventing war, and pacifists
do well to invent and support programs for the use of our wealth
and energy freed from the expense, fear, and senselessness of war.

(In my opinion, let me say, there is also natural violence that di-

minishes war, e.g., the explosion of passion, the fist-fight that clears

the air, the gentle forcing of the virginal, the quarrel that breaks
down the barriers to interpersonal contact. War feeds on the inhibi-

tion of normal aggression. Of course, many pacifists disagree with
this point of view.)

b. Specifically pacifist action usually in the form of refusing is

called for when people are required to engage directly in war making,
e.g., by the conscription, the civil defense, working in war science

or war factories. The defense of civil liberties, also, seems to be

congenial to pacifists, because the libertarian attitude goes contrary
to the power-state.

c. Finally, the preferred pacifist means of exerting social force has

gotten to be non-violent direct action, shared in by the group. Any
instance of this, even if it fails, is proof of the feasibility of the

pacifist position, for it shows that sensible and moral individual and
small group action is possible, and thereby it diminishes our mas-
ochistic paralysis in the face of an approaching doom "too big for

men to cope with." (The history and the heroes of civil disobedience

and non-violent direct action, achieving or failing to achieve hap-
piness, social welfare, cultural progress, constitute the mythology of
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pacifism. They have the heartening exemplariness and the perhaps

sentimental irrelevance of any mythology.) To my mind, pacifism is

like Rilke's unicorn; it "feeds on the possibility of existing." For

the resistance to modern warfare is natural and universal; the argu-

ments against pacifism are weak; and the spirit of war is reducible

by analysis; but what is needed are stories, examples, and opportuni-

ties for action concrete in the experience of the audience.

Factual and analytic handling of images of war can neutralize

their pornographic effect. My bias is that even the exemplary images

of pacifist action are best handled in a documentary fashion, avoid-

ing audience-identification with their heroes and keeping the real

situation in the foreground. The purpose of the film is not so much

to inspire as to point to opportunities in the audience's real environ-

ment It is better to err on the side of dryness. The heart is already

enlisted. Emphasis on the pacifist "movement" with its charismatic

symbols and "leaders" betrays us into the field of public relations,

where we are swamped. The charismatic excitement that gives cour-

age and solidarity must emerge in each concrete occasion of pacifist

action, and it will emerge, if it is really a man's own occasion. We
are in the tradition of bearing witness. It was just the genius of

Gandhi to notice faultless occasions.

The nine kinds of theme I have outlined could be the substance

of a useful series of documentary pacifist films. Developed forth-

rightly and in particular detail, they would certainly prove offensive

to many audiences, including some pacifist audiences, but they could

hardly fail to hit home. They would rouse anxiety both by the char-

acter-analysis of the audience and by the need for the audience to

make decisions in on-going actions. The shared shock of the truth

and of possibility is, in our society at present, equivalent to breaking
a taboo. For most, I guess, the effect of such films would be uneasy

silence, a dangerous but transitory state of feelings. The hope is that

some of this feeling would be mobilized to decisive action, just as

some would surely result in ugly reaction. Perhaps most persons
would be made deeply thoughtful.

For its makers, such a document would certainly be a pacifist ac-

tion, a commitment, and a bearing witness.



IV. Two "Banned 9 " Documents

Let There Be Light is printed here for the first time with the ex-

tremely kind permission of Lieutenant General Leonard D. Heaton,

formerly Surgeon General, Department of the Army. Since no script

existed, the text of the film had to be transcribed from the sound

track and described from the images. Colin Young was responsible for

the initial work on this sight and sound transcription; the final ver-

sion was devised and revised by Charlotte Zwerin, J. O. Scrymgeour,
and the editor. It is the first part of the film, the series of interviews

with patients, which makes Let There Be Light the astonishing docu-

ment it is. The story, promised earlier, of Arthur Mayer's fight to free

the film for public showing will have to wait until another time; per-

haps the best moment would be when some other dedicated and de-

termined individual mounts a new campaign to save the film. At the

least the film must be saved by an archive for viewing by students

and practitioners of film, psychology, and acting. Let there be

light. . . 1

BE

LIGHT
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The omission of names in the text and the covering of eyes in the

stills is a result of conditions agreed to by the editor and Gen.

Heaton. These conditions are in line with one of the government

positions ("unfair to the men") described in the Huston inter-

view. A considerably more legitimate cause for banning Light is

that the film gives a false impression of the ease with which

psycho-neurotics can be cured. But James Agee, for one, had other

ideas: "The glaring obvious reason has not been mentioned [by the

War Department]: that any sane human being who saw the film

would join the armed services, if at all, with a straight face and a

painfully maturing mind."

The commentary for Night and Fog (1955) by Jean Cayrol has

been printed in French magazines twice now, but this is the first time

an effort has been made to describe the images or to include any
mention of the shots that accompany the text. The method followed

had to be the same as that used in reconstructing the Huston script;

it is the result of collaboration between Merle Worth and the editor.

Jean Cayrol, himself a deportee, had published several novels when

Alain Resnais asked him to collaborate on this film. Foreign Bodies

(not a book about the camps) is his only novel so far available in

English. Another of his books, La Noir-e, in addition to his original

scenario, Le Temps d'un Retour, is on Resnais' long agenda of films

to make. Since 1960 M. Cayrol has begun to make short films himself

in collaboration with another young novelist, Claude Durand; so far

they have made three pictures: On Vow Parle, Madame se Meurt,

and La Frontilre.

Most notable about Night and Fog is its strategy of alternation

between present and past (color and black and white) and the alter-

nation between showing how simple it is to understand the camps
and how impossible. As Resnais has remarked, he could not make a

documentary on Hiroshima and the atom bomb: "It would have

been Night and Fog all over again." This is a film that continually

re-sensitizes the spectator to the horror the murder in history and

in his own heart.



LET THERE BE LIGHT

John Huston

About 20% of all battle casualties in the American Army during
World War II were of a neuro-psychiatric nature.

The special treatment methods shown in this film, such as hypnosis
and narco-synthesis, have been particularly successful in acute cases,

such as battle neurosis. Equal success is not to be expected when

dealing with peacetime neuroses which are usually of a chronic

nature.

No scenes were staged. The cameras merely recorded what took place
in an army hospital.

A troopship steams into a harbor. On its side a large Red Cross.

NARRATOR: The guns are quiet now, the papers of peace have been

signed, and the oceans of the earth are fitted with ships coming
home.

Men are gazing through the portholes toward the shore. Some
wave. On the deck, nurses and soldiers press against the railings.

In faraway places men dreamed of this moment, but for some men
the moment is very different from the dream.

The shadow of a disembarking soldier moves across the ship's
side. Nurses and male attendants wheel patients down a gangplank.
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Here is human salvage, the final result of all that metal and fire

could do to violate mortal flesh.

Some soldiers grope their way down the gangplank, some grasping
the shoulders of the man in front. One man's eyes are bandaged.

Some wear the badges of their pain; the crutches, the bandages,
the splints. Others show no outward signs, yet they too are

wounded.

On another gangplajik, men walk down unaided. They appear
sound.

An ambulance draws up to a hospital, maneuvers to a platform
where orderlies assist in the removal of patients. Identification tags

hang from their tunics.

This hospital is one of the many for the care and treatment of
the psycho-neurotic soldier.

In the receiving room, the patients are directed by a sergeant.
One patient enters uncertain, tense. He covers his hand with a cap.
He sits.

These are the casualties of the spirit, the troubled mind, men who
are damaged emotionally. Born and bred in peace, educated to

hate war, they were overnight plunged into sudden and terrible

situations. Every man has his breaking point; and these, in the

fulfillment of their duties as soldiers, were forced beyond the limit

of human endurance.

In a briefing room an officer presents himself to a group of these

men.

OFFICER: At ease, men. On behalf of the commanding officer and his

staff of Mason General Hospital, I want to extend a hearty wel-

come to all of you on your return to the United States. There9
s

no need to be alarmed at the presence of these cameras, as they
are making a photographic record of your progress at this hospital

from the date of admission to the date of discharge.

The head of one listener is agitated in an uncontrollable "no."

NARRATOR: Here are men who tremble; men who cannot sleep; men
with pains that are nonetheless real because they are of a mental
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origin. Men who cannot remember; paralyzed men, whose paralysis

is dictated by the mind. However different the symptoms, these

things they have in common: unceasing fear and apprehension, a

sense of impending disaster, a feeling of hopelessness and utter

isolation.

In the administration filing room, patients are shown to recep-

tion desks for processing. One pushes back his forelock nervously.

Another is seated at the desk.

OFFICER; May I have your last name?
PATIENT: M [He says it.]

OFFICER: How do you spell that?

PATIENT: M [He spells it.]

A CLERK: May I have your last name please?

A long corridor is lined with booths. Here the army psychiatrists

sit behind tables.

NARRATOR: The psychiatrists listen to the stories of the men, who
tell them as best they can. The names and places are different, the

circumstances are different, but through all the stories runs one

thread death, and the fear of death.

In the fourth booth one of these men is facing a new patient. The
soldier continually glances at the ceiling nervously.

DOCTOR: And then after you got wounded what happened? Same

thing only worse?

PATIENT: My nerves keep getting worse all the time.

DOCTOR: They keep getting worse?

PATIENT: Them airplanes . . . they . . . bombed . . . I nearly got
killed by one of 'em once.

DOCTOR: You nearly got killed. Where were you at the time?

PATIENT: Saint Lo, I b'lieve. I don't quite remember.

The patient suddenly cringes, looking at the ceiling. The doctor

persists.

DOCTOR: What were you doing when the planes came over?

PATIENT: / was in a hole.

DOCTOR: Do you know where you are?

PATIENT: I think I'm in the States now. They tol
9 me I was comin*
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back . . . but they toP me I's gonna die. In the hospital I wouldn't

eat hardly ... 7 was sick . . . they tol
9 me I's gonna die if I didn't

eat. It didn't help me ... I didn't care whether I died or not.

DOCTOR: We'll see that you don't die. You won't die.

In another booth a calm, but melancholy young man talks quietly
to another doctor.

PATIENT: / lost my last buddy out there on the line. He was second

scout and I was first scout and they had it all mixed up theref

they were shellin' us . . .

DOCTOR: And did that make you nervous?

PATIENT: / should have been first scout. I was first scout. And I
should have been out in front. He went out and I started to go
out after him, and he got shot and he ... he said, "That shot hit

me." And I crawled to my feet and I started to call for the

medic, went back to see if we could get the medic and there wasn't

any, and I started to go out after him again and they wouldn't

let me go. He was the last one of the original boys that was with

me. Him and I was the last two left out of the original, and . . .

DOCTOR: And when you were shelled, how did you feel?

PATIENT: Well, I don't know. It's just . . . after Norman got killed,

why, I was all right when we were moving up for attack or any-

thing like that, but when I get pinned down I start to thinkin'

about him layin* back there . . .

DOCTOR: And what happened to you when you'd think about him?
How would you feel?

PATIENT: 7 just didn't care what happened to ine.

DOCTOR: You mean you didn't want to go back into combat again?
PATIENT: Yes, I wanted to go back, I wanted to stay there. I wanted
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to keep on for him and all them other guys: Norman, and John,

Stretcher, Tex, Hawkins . . .

DOCTOR: And how do you feel right now?
PATIENT: I feel all right . . .

In a third booth sits a Negro Pfc. He is bespectacled, serious,

polite without being deferential. He sits with folded arms.

DOCTOR: How've you been getting along?
PATIENT: Well. Fairly well, sir.

DOCTOR: Were you overseas?

PATIENT: Yes, sir.

DOCTOR: Where?
PATIENT (softly) : We were in France and then we went to Germany.
DOCTOR: Where?
PATIENT (louder) : France and Germany.
DOCTOR: And what outfit were you in?

PATIENT: / was with Headquarters Detachment, soth Quartermaster

Battalion, Mobile.

DOCTOR: 7 see you're a Pfc.

PATIENT: At present, sir.

DOCTOR: You had to go to a hospital.

PATIENT: Sir?

DOCTOR: You had to go to a hospital.

PATIENT: Twice, sir.

He unfolds his arms. His right hand moves to his forehead, con-

cealing his eyes.

DOCTOR: It says here on your record for overseas that you had

headaches, and that you had crying spells.

PATIENT: Yes, sir. (Through his tears.) I believe in your profes-

sion ifs catted nostalgia.

DOCTOR: In other words, homesickness*

PATIENT: Yes, sir. It was induced once shortly before the war. I

received a picture of my sweetheart.

He begins to sob uncontrollably. He removes his spectacles.

I'm sorry, sir. I can't continue.
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He rises and moves toward the door. At the doctor's request he

returns.

DOCTOR: It's all right. Now a display of emotion is all right.

PATIENT: I'm not doing this deliberately, sir, please believe me.

DOCTOR: I do believe you. Now, a display of emotion is sometimes

very helpful.

PATIENT: / hope so, sir.

He sits but keeps his face averted.

DOCTOR: Sure, it gets it off your chest. You wouldn't be here, you
wouldn't have been returned as a patient if there wasn't some-

thing upsetting you.

PATIENT: Yes, sir. I'm sorry . . .

DOCTOR: Now, you say you had received a letter from your, ah . . .

PATIENT: Not a letter, sir, a photograph.
DOCTOR: A photograph, yes. What about that, now?
PATIENT: Well, sir, to be perfectly honest with you, I'm very much

in love with my sweetheart. She has been the one person that gave
me a sense of importance, in that through her cooperation with me
we were able to surmount so many obstacles.

Another patient. He does not look at the doctor.

DOCTOR: What happened?
PATIENT (softly) : Well, when I was in combat at Guadalcanal . .

DOCTOR: Speak louder.
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PATIENT: During that time I got word that my brother . . . he was
killed at Guadalcanal.

DOCTOR: What was he, a Marine?

PATIENT: Yes . . .

DOCTOR: Now, I notice in this history here that you saw a vision of

your brother. What . . . er . . . Tett me something about that.

What happened?

The boy's eyes move about nervously.

PATIENT: Well, I guess it was a dream.

DOCTOR: Describe the dream. What did you see in the dream?

PATIENT: 7 dreamt that I was home, my brother was home, and my
other brother was home. We all were home.

DOCTOR: Everybody was home.

PATIENT: . . . settin' around the table, everyone was happy- Laugh-
ing, you know, talking, just admiring each others . . . And then

it ended there.

DOCTOR: You could see these images clearly.

PATIENT: Yes, it was like in a dream, see?

He stares off into space.

DOCTOR: Now what about this friend in an airplane you were telling

me about?

At first his response is unintelligible.

PATIENT: ... 7 must admit I was scared.

DOCTOR: You were scared.

PATIENT: 7 don't know . . . Sometimes I hoped that something would

happen, but then again I'd say, oh well, something did happen.
DOCTOR: What do you mean, something would happen? Did you
mean you were hoping you'd be wounded and sent back? Is that

what you mean?
PATIENT: No. I hoped, just always hoped . . . was so disgusted . . .

and tired of everything, I just didn't feel like livin', and then I'd

change my mind . . . I'd think back to my folks. Ifd be a double

blow if something happened to me. I'd be standin' guard, sittin' in

a machine gun nest, watching. I'd hear a tittle noise and Fd let

go. Shoot. It was nothing probably. An animal or something.
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DOCTOR: Any noise made you excited, and you'd just shoot.

PATIENT: At that time, yes.

A fifth patient. He looks dazed, his brow is furrowed,

DOCTOR: Do you feel worried about anything now?
PATIENT: / don't know.

DOCTOR: Are you mixed up?
PATIENT: Kind of . . .

DOCTOR: What's that pin on your shirt?

The soldier lifts the flap of his tunic.

PATIENT: My "Heart" and . . .

DOCTOR: Well, why do you cover those up? Aren't you proud of
them?

PATIENT: Yes, sir.

DOCTOR: You got a Purple Heart and campaign ribbons. Well, why
do you cover them up? You know there must be some reason for

doing that. (A pause.) Well, what happened over there?

As he progresses With his story the soldier looks off past the doctor
a little dreamily.

PATIENT: Well, we got in a scrape, and, um, I was in a house there,
I'd just gotten off oj guard duty, it was Friday the ijth and we'd
been sweatin' it out all day. The patrol came up, a German patrol,
and shot a panful at us through the wall . . . / was layin' on a
couch, and right before it happened I felt a little dizzy, so I lay
down on the floor . . . and when I got up . . . the couch was all

torn . . .

DOCTOR: In other words, you were almost killed, is that it?

PATIENT: They must have gone right over my head.

DOCTOR: Do you feel conscious, that is, are you aware of the fact
that you aren't the same boy now that you were when you went
over? Do you feel changed?

PATIENT: Yes, sir.

DOCTOR: In what way?
PATIENT: Well . . . I'm more . . . jumpy . . .

DOCTOR: Than other people?
PATIENT: / guess so. I used to always have fun . . . I used to . . .

be going places . . . don't go no more . . .
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Yet another patient. He is agitated. His movements jerky.

DOCTOR: How long were you overseas?

PATIENT: .E--e-e-e-e-e-e-e-fe-zje *-7w-f-m-7w-m-w-w-0fo.
DOCTOR: Were you in any combat at all?

PATIENT (almost inaudibly, still stuttering) : Six months, sir.

Yet another. Quiet and tense.

PATIENT: / tried everything to keep my mind occupied, reading,

going to the gymnasium, going out with fellows and trying to be-

come an extrovert, trying to get out of myself. . . . Seems to me
I got worse and worse, and after a while I developed fears. I

developed fears of all sorts.

Another patient. A Negro sergeant. He is apparently calm.

DOCTOR: Did you ever have similar feelings before you got wounded?
PATIENT: Never in my life.

DOCTOR: Have you ever been nervous before?
PATIENT: No, sir. Never, sir. I was a solid man . . .

Another patient.

DOCTOR: Do sudden noises bother you particularly?
PATIENT: 7 just sh-sh-shake a little. But not bad.

Another.

PATIENT: 7 guess I just got tired of living, let's put it that way.

Another.

PATIENT: 7 have trouble sleeping, and dreaming of combat, you
know . . .

Another.

PATIENT: 7 just took off because I seen too many of my buddies

goin\ I figured the next one was me, and a man can only stand

just so much out there.

A clerk in the admissions room is recording data.

NARRATOR: Admission note: P [He says the surname, then spells

it out; then] comma W [He says the first name.] L, Tj.
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A typewriter duplicates his information.

Transfer diagnosis: Anxiety reaction, severe. Active symptoms
in remission.

In the switchboard room operators are talking and laughing.
A patient enters a telephone booth.

On this, their first night back in the States, each man who is able

may make a long distance call without cost. After months and

years oj silence, familiar voices are heard once again. Then each

man makes for himself a small home which will be his for the

eight or ten weeks to come.

In the dormitory a patient arranges his few possessions around
his bed. The overhead lights are extinguished. All over the hospital

lights go out. Here and there patients turn restlessly in their beds.

Now in the darkness of the ward, emerge the shapes born of

darkness, the terror of things half remembered, dreams of battle,

the torment of uncertainty, and fear, and loneliness.

Suddenly a patient starts, sits up abruptly in his bed. A nurse

comes to attend him. He lies down again.

Early morning. The flag is raised outside the hospital.

Reveille is sounded. In the dormitories the men line up for in-

spection. A doctor enters and talks to one of the patients.

The day begins with an early morning ward inspection. The medi-
cal officer in charge checks the condition of every man. Modern
psychiatry makes no sharp division between the mind and the

body. Physical His often have psychic causes, just as emotional
ills may have a physical basis. Possibilities of organic disturbance
in the brain are investigated by means of the electro-encephalo-

graph.

One patient is given a Rorschach Test.

The Rorschach Test the things that patient's imagination sees

in these cards give significant clues to his personality make-up.

PATIENT: This looks sort of Uke a drawing of two women standing
on a rock, and waving their hands.
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In a corridor another patient is being helped by a nurse and an

orderly. He cannot walk. His feet are hanging limp.

NARRATOR: This man, suffering from a conversion hysteria, requires
immediate treatment. Organically sound, his paralysis is as real

as if it were caused by a spinal lesion, but it is purely psycho-

logical.

DOCTOR (to the nurse and orderly): Well, just sit Km up in the

middle of the bed there.

They do, and go. He sits on the edge of the bed, feeling his

shoulder, then stretching his arms.

PATIENT (smiling) : I feel pretty good . . .

DOCTOR: That's fine . . . now sit yourself over there. Will you move
over just a little so that I can talk to you?

PATIENT: Yes.

DOCTOR: Now what's the trouble? . . . What's that?

While moving over on the bed, the patient jerks, as in a spasm.
He braces himself.

PATIENT: . . . nervousness . . .

DOCTOR: / see . . . How long has that been going on?

PATIENT: Since Friday.
DOCTOR: Did it come on suddenly, or gradually?
PATIENT: Suddenly, sir.

DOCTOR: How?
PATIENT: / started, in the afternoon . . . crying spells . . . and I felt

something funny in my shoulders here, and my back bothered me,
and I started finding things wrong with my legs and arms.

DOCTOR: Was there any reason for the crying spells?

PATIENT: I don't know, sir.

DOCTOR: Anything happening at home to bother you?
PATIENT: Well, my mother's been HI . . .

DOCTOR: She's been HI, eh? . . . Does that worry you a lot?

PATIENT: Quite a bit.

DOCTOR: Well, now, has this got anything to do with your mother's

illness? Any reason why you should have that kind of reaction?

PATIENT: No, sir, not that I know of, unless my mother's illness

might have brought this on. . . . I've tried to hold . . .
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DOCTOR: 7 see . . . you've just been holding these things in ... ?

PATIENT: That's right, sir.

The patient lurches again, as his back gives.

DOCTOR: No way you can control this at all?

PATIENT (ruefully) : No, sir.

DOCTOR: Well now, we're going to have to help you do that, of
course. Let's take off this jacket . . . just slip that off. All right . . .

Now lie down on the bed.

In being helped to a prone position, he lurches again.

PATIENT: My shoes?

DOCTOR: Leave your shoes on so you can walk in them. We're going
to get you walking.

The patient has more spasms.

Now lie steady, lie steady, that's the boy. This is all going to go
away us I give you this medicine. It won't bother at all.

The patient continues to have back spasms, sometimes lifting
his whole body off the bed. The doctor steadies him.

NARRATOR: The method employed here is effective in certain types

of acute cases. An intravenous injection of sodium amytol induces

a state similar to hypnosis.

The patient relaxes, smiles.

PATIENT: That sure do feel nice. Do you mind if I look this way?
DOCTOR: You look that way. There's nothing for you to watch here.

But you're going to talk to me as we go along. You're not going
to feel much of anything else. You're going to feel a little bit

woozy.
NARRATOR: The use of this drug serves a two-fold purpose. Like

hypnosis, it is a short cut to the unconscious mind. As a surgeon

probes for a bullet, the psychiatrist explores the submerged re-

gions of the mind, attempting to locate and bring to the surface
the emotional conflict which is the cause of the patient's distress.

The second purpose of this drug is to remove through suggestion
those symptoms which impede the patient's recovery.
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After the injection, the patient turns from the wall and looks at

the doctor. He rolls his head back and forth.

DOCTOR: Now tell me a little bit about what you're thinking of. What

thoughts are coming to your mind now?
PATIENT: Nothing very particular,

DOCTOR: Well, now, let's go back. Let's go back to Friday.
PATIENT: Friday . . . my mother argues with me.

DOCTOR: Your mother argues with you. And what does she argue
about?

PATIENT: Oh, every little thing. If you sit down in the wrong chair

or something like that. Or she doesn't like the stuff you buy in the

store. Then she calms down.

DOCTOR: 7 see. And have you always tried to please her?

PATIENT: Yes.

DOCTOR: You've always tried to please her. Now why do you think

she argues like that. Is she sick?

PATIENT: Well, she just doesn't try to control her temper.
DOCTOR: / see. How about your father?

PATIENT: Oh, he's a swell guy.
DOCTOR: He's a swell guy, eh?

PATIENT: He gets kind of hot-tempered. Since my mother's been

sick, it's going to cost him a lot of money. He's lost a lot of weight

from worryin'. My mother argues with him she wants to know

where the money is 7 don't care about that as long as everything

turns out all right.

DOCTOR: Well, now. This jumping (He means the spasms.), what

does that make you think of? Think about it a minute.

PATIENT: I can't help it, it just jumps.

DOCTOR: Umhum, and how about the legs? Do you know anyone

who had trouble with their legs like that?

PATIENT: No, sir. Except several years ago there was one fellow . . .

he had somethin' wrong with his right leg, wounded in one knee,

but he's walking today. That don't bother me none.

DOCTOR: Was that anything like your leg?

PATIENT: No, he couldn't walk at all.

DOCTOR: He couldn't walk at all. And what do you think of when

you can't walk like that?
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PATIENT: / wish I could walk.

DOCTOR: And what do you think of? What comes into your mind

when you find you can't walk?

PATIENT: Sometimes I wonder if my mother and father should be

okay. Sometimes I wonder',
won't the war end soon and things like

that. Nothing in particular.

DOCTOR: Umhum. Now the shakes have gone. Now haven9
1 they?

PATIENT: Yeah!

DOCTOR: How about the legs? They're good and strong.

PATIENT: Yeah, they feel all right.

DOCTOR: Move 'em. Let's raise 'em.

PATIENT: I've been able to raise 'em before, but I can't walk.

DOCTOR: How about 'em now?
PATIENT: They feel all right.

DOCTOR: They feel good now, as if you could walk on them, don't

they.

PATIENT: Toes feel numb.

DOCTOR: Toes feel numb. But that's going away, isn't it?

PATIENT: Yeah. Jeez.

DOCTOR: It's raisin' 'em fine, isn't it? Now you're going to be able to

walk, aren't you?
PATIENT: / don't know.

DOCTOR: Well, you are going to, aren't you?
PATIENT: Yes, sir.

DOCTOR: All right.

PATIENT: I'll walk, I love walking. Always been very fond of walk-

ing.

DOCTOR: You love walking, always been very fond of walking. And
now you find yourself unable. Now you're going to get right up
and walk. Right now.

He helps the boy from the bed.

All right now, let's sit up. Sit up on the side of the bed. Here you
are . . , That's fine. All right now, stand up. Now look at that.

That good? All right now, walk over here, walk over to the nurse,
all by yourself. That's a boy. Walk over to the nurse. You're just a

little woozy, but that's the medicine. Now come back to me. Open
your eyes, that's a boy. Isn't that fine . . . ? Now, isn't that won-

derful?
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PATIENT: How long's it gonna be that way?
DOCTOR: Oh, it's gonna stay that way. It's gonna stay because that's

taken care of the worry now. All right, now, come back to me and
Pll put you to sleep, and when you wake up you're going to keep
on walking perfectly well. How about it?

PATIENT: Thank you, sir.

DOCTOR: Right-o. All right, now, let's get over here and go to sleep.

The patient walks back to the doctor who helps him back onto the

bed. The doctor puts his hand on the boy's shoulder, then strokes

his forehead.

DOCTOR: Now, I'm going to have you go right to sleep, and when you
wake up, you'll be all right. All right, sleep, G .

NARRATOR: The fact that he can walk now does not mean that his

neurosis has been cured. That will require time. But the way has

been opened for the therapy to follow.

An artists' model sits on a platform. Several patients are sketching.

NARRATOR: Now a new way of living begins, very different from the

old one whose purpose was kitting and trying not to be killed. Now
in an environment of peace and safety, all the violence behind

them, they are building rather than destroying. Men have their

choice of occupational therapy.

Several men work at machines. One is making a toy automobile.

Some find relaxation in mechanical jobs, certain types of cases

obtain relief in precision work, which answers their inner need

for order and certainty. For sons and daughters, and nieces and

nephews and neighbors
9

kids, hobbyhorses are turned out by the

carload.

A roomful of men constructing hobbyhorses. One works with a
saw which is operated by his feet, like a bicycle. In the gym a man

swings on a trapeze. There is a basketball game in progress.

Physical reconditioning is not the only purpose in sports, which

also serve to bring men out of their emotional isolation and back

into group activity. One of the most important procedures is group

psychotherapy. Here, under the psychiatrist's guidance, the pa-
tient learns to understand something of the basic causes of his
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distress. As one of a group, he also learns to understand that his

inner conflicts are, with variations, common to all men.

Outside a baseball game. Inside a group of men listening to a

psychiatrist. In the group are the boy who couldn't walk and the

Negro with the crying spells.

DOCTOR: I think of it a little bit like this. We want to get you out of

your own feeling of isolation; to get you to feel that you are like

other people. In order to get to that, we have to use knowledge.

That's one thing. And something else which has to be added, and

that is an experience of safety. You could say it is almost the

core of all our treatment methods; development of knowledge of

oneself, with the accompanying safety that it brings. I'd like to

see if we can get some illustrations of how one's personal safety

would stem from childhood safety. And how the childhood safety

itself would stem from the parents' safety.

PATIENT: In my illustration . . . as a child, whenever I underwent

any experiences that were frightening to me, I never told my
parents. I kept it to myself, and when I was (done at night in

my room, I'd call on God. And if I'd done anything wrong that I

was ashamed of I was ashamed to go to my parents and tell them

what I'd done, so I kept it to myself. And I used to ... I know I

used to be in constant fear that my parents would find out . . . of

my failings.

DOCTOR: / wonder if there is any of your mother's troubles that you
would know about.

PATIENT: No . . . My mother never gave any of the children any

part of her troubles.

DOCTOR: That would be the same thing that happened to you. She

didn't tell her troubles, and you didn't tell yours. You took your
troubles to God, and she probably did the same thing. She prob-

ably didn't even confide in your father. In other words, the kind

of method that you use to get relief from anxiety9 was really, we
have to assume, learned and felt right in your home. The same
kind of thing.

PATIENT (the boy who couldn't walk) : / think it was all caused by
the economic conditions of the world, I mean, people trying to

compete with one another, trying to get a better job, trying to

keep up with the uprising cost of living and things like that have
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caused a lot of arguments in the home my mother and father

arguing about the prices of food, and that has a reflection on the

children. . . .

DOCTOR: That's right.

PATIENT (continues) : 7 think that was one of the causes of my ill-

ness.

DOCTOR: Was it worse not having enough food to eat, or the argu-
ments in between. . . .

PATIENT: Well, both . . . I mean. . . .

DOCTOR: But which was the worst?

PATIENT: / guess the arguments.
DOCTOR: Sure they were.

PATIENT: Because I can't remember about the food . . . (Some
laughter.)

DOCTOR: There you are can't even remember aboM the food, and
the lack of food.

PATIENT (the Negro suffering from crying spells): / have in mind

my own childhood where, coming from a moderate family, moder-
ate in the sense that the family had some sense of security. What
happened there was we were told, we (I mean myself, my brothers

and sisters) we couldn't just play with any of the kids we wanted
to play with, unless their parents, in turn, had the equivalent

of what our parents had. And as a result, we were kept in a

narrow circle very, very narrow. However, I have found that

there has been a strong yearning on my part to break out of this

environment, to be able to play with Tom, Dick and Harry.
DOCTOR: 7 would say the net result is like this: your mother did not

feel really so superior, she felt inferior when she tried to make you
take the attitude you were better than the other children. So that

now, with certain experiences in the army have brought that out

more clearly because you've been thrown in with Tom, Dick and

Harry and needed to get along with them. It's not necessary to be

in the army. It's not necessary to be in the war. These kind of

troubles have always gone on, in all times, through all the cen-

turies. You were going to say something . . .

ANOTHER PATIENT: 7 never spoke until I was seven.

DOCTOR: 7s that right?

PATIENT: Yes, sir. And I stuttered very bad at thirteen or four-
teen I couldn't recite at school . . .
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DOCTOR: Can you explain haw you got started to talk? How you

began to get over that?

PATIENT: During the war, the first word I ever spoke Santa Claus

had brought me a war gun and my brother broke it.

DOCTOR: This was the First World War . . . (Laughter.)
PATIENT: When I went in to get my gun, I said

"
: Somebody's

broke my gun." That was the first thing I said.

DOCTOR: You were angry because somebody broke your gun . . .

PATIENT: Well, as I say, that's how I started to talk . . .

DOCTOR: I would say, all those symptoms, like being unable to speak,

stuttering and so on, they have an underlying anger and resent-

ment in the deeper part of the personality. You could almost say
it like this: underneath "/ can't," you can usually find "I won't."

ANOTHER PATIENT: Captain, on Okinawa I was stuttering too, about

three weeks, and as soon as I came here, at the end of a month, I

stopped stuttering.

DOCTOR: You have stopped stuttering completely since you came
here?

PATIENT: Yes, sir.

DOCTOR: Well, that's good. I don't know whether that's a tribute to

the doctors or a tribute to your fundamental health.

PATIENT: Ifs a tribute to my fundamental self.

DOCTOR: No tribute to the doctors at all?

PATIENT: No, sir.

DOCTOR: Very good. (Laughter.)

In an office, the psychiatrist who treated the boy who couldn't

walk now sits with another young man. The patient appears tense

and bewildered. His body is poised to meet a physical attack, but his

face is uncertain and questioning.

NARRATOR: Certain patients require special therapy. Hypnosis is

often effective in certain types of cases such as amnesia. This man
does not even remember his own name. A shellburst in Okinawa

wiped out his memory. His experience was unendurable to his

conscious mind, which rejected it and along with it his entire

past. Through hypnotic suggestion, the psychiatrist will attempt
to evoke them.

The doctor begins to speak to the boy. The young man soon falls
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into an hypnotic sleep and responds to all the psychiatrist's com-
mands.

DOCTOR: Relax completely, and put your mind on going to sleep. All

right now, keep your eyes on mine, keep your eyes on mine and

keep them fixed on mine. Keep your mind entirely on falling

asleep. You're going to go into a deep sleep as we go on. You are

going to go into a deep sleep as we go on. Now clasp your hands
in front of you. Clasp them tight, tight, tight, tight, tight. They're

getting tighter and tighter and tighter and as they get tighter,

you are fatting asleep. Your eyes are getting heavy, heavy. Now
your hands are locked tight they're locked tight. They're locked

tight. You can't let go. They're locked tight you can't let go.
When I snap my fingers, you'll be able to let go. When I snap my
fingers, you'tt be able to let go and then you'll get sleepier and

your eyes are getting heavier. Now your eyes are getting heavier,

heavier, heavier and you're going into a deep, deep sleep. Going
into a deep, deep sleep. Deep sleep. Far asleep. Eyes are now
closed tight, closed tight. Going into a deep, deep sleep, deeply

relaxed, far asleep. You're far asleep. You're far asleep. Now
you're in a deep sleep. You have no fear, no anxiety. No jear, no

anxiety. Now you're in a deep, deep sleep. Now just sit down on
the chair behind you, sit down on the chair behind you. Lean
back. Your head now falls forward into a deep, deep sleep. Your
head now is jailing forward and you're going further and fttrther

and further asleep. Now I want your left arm to become rigid, just

like a bar of steel and you'll go further asleep and further asleep.

You're falling further, and further, and further asleep. Rigid/ Can-
not be bent or relaxed. When I touch the top of your head, when
I touch the top of your head, that arm will relax and the other

witt become rigid and you'tt go further asleep. You'll be in a very

deep sleep. And your sleep is deeper and deeper. Now when I

touch this hand, my finger will be hot. When I touch this

hand, my finger witt be hot. You witt not be able to bear it.

Your arn is rigid, and now as I touch your hand, you witt

no longer feel any pain there. It'tt be normal* Now the arm is re-

laxed and you're further and further and further asleep. Now you
are deep asleep. We're going back. We're going back now. We're

going back to Okinawa. We're going back to Okinawa. You can



224 / Film: Book 2

talk. You can talk, you can remember everything. You can remem-
ber everything. We are back on Okinawa. Tell me what you see.

Tell me. Speak.
PATIENT: I'm in the battery area.

DOCTOR: You're in the battery area. Go on. Tell me what's going on.

PATIENT: We're getting fire missions.

DOCTOR: You're getting fire missions. Go on. You can see everything
now. Clearly.

PATIENT: We're getting shells thrown at us.

DOCTOR: You're getting shells thrown at you. From where?

PATIENT: Japs.
DOCTOR: Japs. Go on. Keep on. You're remembering it all now9

every bit of it is coming back.

PATIENT: Japs getting nearer to get our position.

DOCTOR: Japs getting nearer to get your position. Go on.

PATIENT: They told us to get cover.

DOCTOR: Who told you to get cover?

PATIENT: DC.
DOCTOR: DC. Go on.

PATIENT: They spotted us. One of the boys got hurt.

DOCTOR: One of the boys got hurt.

PATIENT: They take him away. I was running over to my gun po-
sition.

Abruptly he hunches his shoulders up around his head, clenches

his fists, and begins to shake violently. He continues to shake as he
talks about being wounded.

DOCTOR: Yes, go on. You remember it now. Tell me. It's all right

now, but you can tell me. You can tell me.

PATIENT: I'm scared.

DOCTOR: Yes. You remember the explosion now. All right, go on.

PATIENT: They're carrying me.

DOCTOR: They're carrying you . . . Who's carrying you?
PATIENT: Uh, I don't know.

DOCTOR: Where are they taking you?
PATIENT: They're carrying me through the field.

DOCTOR: Across the field. Go on.

PATIENT: Put me on a stretcher.

DOCTOR: Yes, yes. Go on.
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PATIENT: They're still throwing the shells.

DOCTOR: Yes, can you hear them?

PATIENT: Yes.

DOCTOR: Can you see them?

PATIENT: No.
DOCTOR: All right. Where did they take you now?

PATIENT: [unintelligible]

DOCTOR: Why are you fearful now?
PATIENT: / don't want any more of this.

DOCTOR: You don't want any more. You want to forget it.

PATIENT: Yes.

DOCTOR: Well you're going to remember it because ifs gone now. Ifs

gone. It's gone. You're back here now. You're away from Okinawa.

You've forgotten it. But you remember who you are now. Who are

you?
PATIENT: D .

DOCTOR: D . That's right. Futt name now.

PATIENT: D D .

DOCTOR: D D . That's right. Do you know your mother's name?

PATIENT: 7 .

DOCTOR: That's right. Father's?

PATIENT: 5 .

DOCTOR: That's fine. You know who they all are now.

PATIENT: Yes.

DOCTOR: All right, now you're coming back with us. This is going

to stay with you. You're going to remember it all. You're going

to remember about Okinawa. You're going to remember about

the shells and the bombs. But they're gone. You're eased and re-

laxed, no fear, no anxiety. When I wake you up, you'll be com-

fortable and relaxed, no pains and no aches. But you'll remember

all that I told you. All that you've remembered. You can wake,

now. Well, how are you?

The boy looks up and blinks then looks around him and half

smiles. The psychiatrist smiles at the boy.

PATIENT: Pretty good.
NARRATOR: Under the guidance of the psychiatrist, he is able to re-

gard his experience in its true perspective as a thing of the past,

which no longer threatens his safety. Now he can remember.
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Another young man is sitting on a bed. The same psychiatrist is

preparing to give him an injection.

DOCTOR: Well, H , what's your trouble?

PATIENT: ^-fl-<z-tf-0-a-0-/-/-7- h-h-h-h-have t-t-t-trou-u-u-ble g-g-g-

g-g-g-ettin' w-w-w-w-w-words . . .

DOCTOR: Yeah, it does seem to be a bit tough. How long have you had

that trouble?

PATIENT: It started . . . about . . . a m-m-m-m-month ago.

DOCTOR: Where were you then?

PATIENT: In F-F-F-France.

DOCTOR: In France. Have you been in combat?

PATIENT: Yes.

DOCTOR: Well, maybe we can help you talk a bit better, and you can

tell me a bit more about it then, right? Let's lie down and see if

we can't help you on that.

NARRATOR: This man is not a chronic stutterer. He suffers from a

battle tension which the drug will attempt to diminish. Like the

man who could not walk and the man who could not remember, his

illness has an emotional basis.

DOCTOR: Get all comfortable now and relaxed. We're just going
to give you some medicine here and it's going to help limber up
that tongue of yours. Now this is going to make you feel a bit

groggy. Well, now, tell me now, how do you feel now? Does it make
any difference to the way you're feeling?

The patient is smiling. He looks rapturous. He begins to speak and
then to shout, half sobbing.

PATIENT: Why, it's just like seventh heaven.

DOCTOR: What is it? Tell me about it.
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PATIENT: Why, I can talk, I can talk! Listen! I can talk! Oh, God,

listen, I can talk. Oh, there's nothing wrong . . . Oh, God! Listen!

DOCTOR: All right, it's coming back now. Just take it easy.

PATIENT: Oh listen! I can TALK!
DOCTOR: Just the way you always did, that right?

PATIENT: Oh, Cod, listen! God, I can talk.

DOCTOR: Just the way you always could, H . Now take it easy and

talk just a little lightly now.

The psychiatrist taps the patient on the shoulder to calm him. The

patient continues to smile but is quite relaxed.

DOCTOR: Tell me, got any reason why you couldn't talk before? What
is coming into your mind now? Tett me. What's coming to your
mind now? What is it in your mind when you couldn't talk? What
is it that stopped it? Something came through there and stopped it.

What is it now, think quickly. Think deeply. Let's go back. When
was it you lost your speech? Had your trouble talking? Go back

quickly.

PATIENT: Seems that I first noticed it on a boat going over. It first

started with an "s" and the fellows laughed at me. I don't know

why they laughed. The guys started. . . .

DOCTOR: Well, let's start with that "s." Let's go back to that "s"

now. What were you thinking then? What was in your mind then?

PATIENT: Right now?
DOCTOR: No, then.

PATIENT: On the boat.

DOCTOR: Yes. With that "s." When you couldn't say that "s" fight.

PATIENT: . . . "$" . . . Port side.

DOCTOR: Port side?

PATIENT: Port side. Port side of the ship.

DOCTOR: What side's that?

PATIENT: That would be the left side.

DOCTOR: Left side, that's right.

PATIENT: Yeah, I remember it, 'cause we were up there that after-

noon, and we saw the fishes. They had some flying fishes. And I

came down and I said / was telling the fellow underneath me
about the port that I had seen some flying fishes on the port side.

NARRATOR: He tried telling them about the flying fishes, and he

stumbled over the "5" sound. And the fellows laughed at Km.
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Think hard. "S," s," what does "*" remind him of? "S," "*. He
remembers. It is the sound he fears. The sound of death in com-

bat. The sound of a German 88 high explosive shell coming in.

Now it is possible to proceed to the basic method of psychiatric

treatment: discussion and understanding of the underlying causes

of his symptom.

In a small room a Negro patient puts a jazz record on the phono-

graph. He sits and leans back contentedly in his chair.

NARRATOR: As the weeks pass, the therapy begins to show its effect.

The shock and stress of war are beginning to wear off, for these

men are blessed with the natural regenerative powers of youth.
Now they are living less in the past and more in the present.

In the recreation room the patients play ping-pong and cards with

the nurses. Here and there a patient stares out a window.

NARRATOR: Sometimes they think of the future. The war years must
be put aside, and the responsibilities of peace must be considered.

A man might open a fitting station, or a hardware store, or he can

buy a few acres of land and raise some chickens. He might even go
back to school.

In a classroom a psychiatrist writes on a blackboard: "Small

Business, i. Have an idea. 2. Start modestly. 3. Have adequate cap-
ital. 4. Know the business. 5. Put all in writing." Seated on opposite
sides of a pamphlet-covered desk an advisor assists a patient with

his manuscript. Another table is covered with pamphlets bearing the

titles: "Going Back to Civilian Life," etc.

On the hospital lawn there are several couples and groups loung-

ing about. There is a patient with his wife and child. The child plays
ball with his father. There is the Negro with his sweetheart on the

lawn. He kisses her. When they separate, her face is calm and happy.

NARRATOR: Visitors
9

day. Now the men resume their contact with the

world outside. These are the people they are coming back to,

whose lives are bound up with theirs. Without their under-

standing, att that has been accomplished in the past few weeks can
be torn down. With it, their return to life can be doubly swift and
sure.
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Classes in group psychotherapy continue. The men are thinking

of themselves in relation to society. How will they fit into the post-
war pattern? How will the world receive them?

DOCTOR: Now, you fellows have had an opportunity to be home with

your families since you've returned from overseas. Have you
noticed any change in the various members of your family toward

you? In their reactions toward you?
PATIENT: Wdl, I found out that after four years of absence, it only

took me the second day to be redly relaxed, and 1 was right

chummy again with my dad talked about the old neighborhood,
the new changes . . . / don't know, it surprised me.

DOCTOR: Do you feel that your family has to be taught how to treat

you when you come back?

ANOTHER PATIENT: No, absolutely not.

DOCTOR: How do you want to be treated by your family?
PATIENT: The same I was treated before I went into service.

DOCTOR: You don't want to be treated any differently.

ANOTHER PATIENT: I was talking to one man and I said, "What do

you think of us fellows who come back with psychoneurosis anxi-

ety states? I mean, you can see we're not crazy by any means."

He says, "Well, before I came out here to see you," he says, "my
first impression was like in Bellevue," he says. "The fellows from
the last war were completely maniacs" He said, "That was my
first impression" And what I'm wondering is, I mean, if the great

percentage of the people are going to be like that when we get out?

DOCTOR: That is a common concern among servicemen who de-

veloped nervous conditions during their stay in the army, as to

what the public is going to think about them. Undoubtedly there

will be people on the outside who won't have any understanding

of the condition, who may think of it as being a rather shameful
condition. That's why we're having an educational program, try-

ing to educate the public into understanding. Unfortunately, most

of you fellows have gone through some very severe stresses in the

army, stresses that civilians are rarely subjected to. In civilian life,

you can avoid serious stresses. If a civilian, the average civilian,

were subjected to similar stresses, he undoubtedly would have de-

veloped the same type of nervous conditions that most of you

fellows developed. All of us have our so-called breaking point.

PATIENT: A survey outside showed that civilans, on the whole, were



^3 / Film: Book 2

more nervous than soldiers. On Park Avenue, for instance, where

some of your richest people live (Laughter.) most of the patients

are people who suffer from nervous disorders. And if the doctor

won't give them a pill, why, they'll go out and say he's not a good
doctor. So, therefore, they give them pitts and they take them at

home. They take these pills at home because the hospitals are too

full. If the hospitals were empty, they'd be in a sanatorium and so

forth.

ANOTHER PATIENT (boy who couldn't walk) : I haven't been to some

of these discussions like the other men have. I know that we have

learned the basis of how we've got nervous some of us through
combat and some of us by not bein' in combat and I think . . .

and I'm sure that we have a better understanding of our condi-

tions. And I'm pretty grateful for bein' here in Mason General

Hospital like a lot of the fellows are. It just so happens, I couldn't

walk when I arrived, and I was here 24 hours, and they
made me walk. I feel pretty grateful for gettin' my limbs back. But
what I'm drivin' at is that I know that when I get out of here, and
the other fellows do too, we are going to try our best to make our-

selves as best we can. And we feel more competent to grasp this

nervous situation that's come about us and we want to show people
that we can do things on our own on the outside whether we've
been in the hospital for nervous, or mental, or wherever we've

been, whether we've lost an arm or leg that we can be just as

good as anybody else. All I want is that they give us a chance to

prove our equality, like they said they would. And I hope they

keep their promise. That's all I hope.
DOCTOR: Would you make it a point to tett your employer you were

a psychoneurotic?
PATIENT (who spoke of rich hypochondriacs): Well, if he's an in-

telligent man, which most well-known employers are that own
large concerns, why he's going to react the same way as any other

normal human being would. He's going to say, "It's absolutely

possible, and the man right now looks all right. I'll try him out."

DOCTOR: But you may run into employers who are not that broad-

minded or intelligent.

PATIENT: Yes sir, and I'll sett myself to 'em.

DOCTOR: How about you, H ? Do you have any plans about jobs?
Do you have any fears about getting a job?
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PATIENT (the boy who couldn't talk) : / have my job waiting for me.

DOCTOR: You have your job waiting for you. I think it comes down
to this, doesn't it, that most of you fellows feel that you ought
to be honest with your employer; that you have nothing to hide,

nothing to be ashamed of. Isn't that the general attitude? (General

agreement.) Now, your time in the service was not entirely

wasted. You learned a great deal in the service. For instance, a

great many jobs and tasks that you learned to do in the service

that you have had absolutely no contact with in the past. You've

also learned to work in groups, something that every soldier learns

to do very early in his military career. This definitely will be of
much value to you in your future of civilian employment.

Recreation period. Some men play guitars. This afternoon a group
of them play together. The song is "When I Grow Too Old to

Dream."

NARRATOR: The weeks have slipped by fast. The first strangeness of

hospital life has become routine. Sometimes a man learns some-

thing new. "The Ranger" always did want to play the guitar.

Others are reading bulletin boards, drinking ice-cream sodas and

finishing the hobbyhorse started so many weeks ago.

NARRATOR: And now the days begin to seem long. There's the old

healthy sound of bellyaching in the air: "Spinach? Spinach

again?" And "How about a good movie for a change?" and "How
about putting some ice cream in the ice-cream soda?" No longer
is a man shut up within the lonely recesses of himself. He's break-

ing out of his prison into life, the life that lies ahead offering

infinite possibilities for happiness and sorrow. How does a man
find happiness? Is there a secret to discover? What is the mysteri-
ous ingredient that gives joy and meaning to living?

In the group therapy session, the psychiatrist is addressing the

men.

DOCTOR: Do you know in the Bible where it says, "Man does not live

by bread alone?" Children do not grow up well without safety

and confidence. If that wasn't in one's childhood, in growing up,

you can say, "Now there's something missing during all that time'*

The next question is, How to supply it? and it does need to be sup-
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plied. Not all of the learning in att of the books is half as valuable

in getting over nervousness as to find someone that you esteem,

that you can learn to feel safe with, where you can get a feeling of

being accepted, cherished. Where you get a feeling that you're

worthwhile and that you are important to someone. You can say,

the feeling that you didn't get that's something more than

bread when you were little, you still need to get it. You still

need to be fed acceptance and to find the safety. In other words,

knowledge alone is not enough.

A lively baseball game is in progress. The batter hits and runs.

NARRATOR: Eight weeks have passed. What about these men? Are

they ready for discharge? How complete is their recovery? How
about the boy in right field?

Weeks before, in the psychiatrist's office, "The Ranger."

PATIENT: / just didn't care what happened to me . . .

The boy is smiling now, alert in his position at right field.

NARRATOR: How about the kid at bat?

Weeks before ...

PATIENT: The foxhole was covered by dirt and I was covered up for

29 hours afterwards, till they found me.

He is running now toward first base. The teams change sides. The

spectators in the bleachers cheer. The batter hits, runs. The umpire
calls him out The batter objects strenuously. The umpire sticks to

his point. The umpire is the boy who couldn't talk.

NARRATOR: How about the umpire?

The boy lies on the table.

PATIENT: a-0-a-a-a-a-/-/-/-A-A-A-Aai;e t-t-t-t-trou-ble g-g-g-g-g-get-

tiri m-m-m-m-my words out.

The umpire is arguing now with several players.

PATIENT: You're out go on Batter up!

The next batter comes up. It is the boy who couldn't walk. He
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hits. He runs on sturdy legs. This boy who, weeks before, was helped
down the corridor, his feet hanging limp. Running now. He slides

home, sitting squarely on home plate. He gets up smiling.

NARRATOR: How about this kid? How about him? . . . Are they well

enough to be discharged? That is for the doctors to decide at to-

morrow's board room.

The next day he walks out of the board room.

NARRATOR: The answer is yes.

The military band is playing "When Johnny Comes Marching
Home Again." The patients, back in uniform, line up for an address

by the officer.

OFFICER: Men, this is your last military formation. Today you are

returning to your homes, your families and friends. Many of you
have been looking forward eagerly to this day. But, remember,
when you re-enter civilian life, on your shoulders falls much of the

responsibility for the postwar world. May your lives as civilians

be as worthy as your records as soldiers. Good health, good for-

tune, and Godspeed.

One by one the men come forward to shake hands with the officer

and receive their discharges. The nurses look on.

On the bus they lean out and wave to some nurses and the newer

patients. Those remaining answer the gesture as the bus pulls away.



NIGHT AND FOG

Jean Cayrol

(In color) : We are moving at a walking pace across a verdant land-

scape; a blue sky filled with fluffy clouds.

NARRATOR: A peaceful landscape . . .

Barbed wire nailed to high wooden posts. Then, moving along an-

other field; a cottage on the horizon; birds take wing.

An ordinary field with flights of crows, harvests, grass fires.

Moving along another fence, the wires severed and limp.

An ordinary road where cars and peasants and lovers pass.

Moving past abundant grass in bright sunlight. Two walls of wire

appear, weeds growing high between them, a watchtower in the

distance.

An ordinary village for vacationers with a marketplace and a

steeple can lead all too easily to a concentration camp.

A camp today, surrounded by wires and posts cutting across the

field.

Struthof, Oranienburg, Auschwitz, Neuengamme, Belsen, Ravens-
bruck and Dachau were names like any others on maps and in

guidebooks.

Still moving, a closer view of the maze of wires, with weeds growing
around the fence posts.
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The blood has dried, the tongues are silent. The blocks are visited

only by a camera. Weeds have grown where the prisoners used to

walk. The wires no longer alive. No footstep is heard but our

own.

Passing row after row of barbed wire.

(From color to black and white): Nazi soldiers marching in unison,

rigid as the fence posts.

jpjj the machine gets under way.

A rally hall, soldiers parading; stiff-arm salutes; a procession begins,
with banners bearing the swastika, banners reading DEUTSCH-
LAND ERWACHE. An officer reviews marching columns of the

Nazi military power; Hitler, standing in an open car, salutes the

troops. An ecstatic crowd waving and cheering; buildings draped
with swastika banners. Streicher, the Nazi newspaper boss, punctu-
ates his speech with a fist.

A nation must have no discord.

A fist strikes a drum. Two youth beat a drum roll. Hitler is on a

podium, making a speech.

No questions.

Bare-chested men, standing in military formation, hold spades on

their shoulders like rifles.

They get to work.

In unison, the spades are lowered to their sides.

Marshes extend for miles.

A concentration camp is built, like a stadium or a big hotel.

Men in the field survey the land.

You need contractors, estimates, competitive bids.

A steam shovel hangs motionless from a factory rig.

And no doubt a bribe or two.
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Wooden watchtowers in trees. Watchtowers with sloped roofs,

slanted roofs, flat roofs, each overlooking a barbed-wire barrier.

Any style will do. It's left to the imagination. Swiss style; garage

style; Japanese style; no style at all.

Buildings resembling villas at the entrance to a camp.

The architects calmly plan the gates through which no one witt

enter more than once.

Spelled out in ironwork above an entrance gate: ARBEITSLAGER
TRZEBINIA.

Meanwhile Burgher, a German Communist; Stern, a Jewish

student from Amsterdam;

Another main building of the camp, its gate dosed, a crane towering
over the camp.

Schmtdszki, a merchant in Cracow;

Rows of flat barracks bounded by barbed wire.

Annette, a schoolgirl in Bordeaux

High stone walls seclude a camp beyond.

All go on living their everyday lives,

Rows of barracks with rounded roofs.

Not knowing that there is a place, a thousand miles away, already

awaiting them.

Rows of barracks with slanted roofs.

The day comes when their quarters are finished.

A camp extending for miles.

Nothing is missing but the occupants.

Arms raised above their heads, men, women, and children being
gathered at gunpoint; a soldier pointing his rifle at a frightened
child.

Rounded up in Warsaw,
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Streets packed with people being herded by soldiers; some of the

people carry sacks on their backs; the Jews wear a star on their

coats.

Deported from Lodz, from Prague, Brussels, Athens,

A closer view of the patch on the coats two doth triangles sewn
in the shape of a star; many carry their few belongings; a Nazi

officer smiles.

From Zagreb, Odessa, or Rome.

Children, directed by a uniformed woman, file into a boxcar.

Interned at Pithiviers . . ,

Nazi officers standing idle near the barracks, awaiting the arrival of

transports. Hundreds of those to be transported gather at the depot;
some stand and wait, others sleep on the stairs.

Arrested at the Vel-d'Hiv . . .

Men file by as always, under scrutiny.

Members of the Resistance herded at Compi&gne . . .

The depot filled to capacity, the platform a mass of deportees.

All those caught in the act, arrested by mistake, or chosen at

random, make their way toward the camps.

A woman rocks her infant in her lap, a friend stroking the child's

head. A woman stares into space; the aged sleep around her. The
crowd moves onto a train; officers examining papers. A bearded man
and three children hurry along the platform, the children bewildered,

frightened. A woman in a cart is wheeled to the train, her suitcase at

her feet. Officers chat at the depot, checking off the deportees.

Prisoners march into boxcars. A child peers through a crack in the

door. A hand waves farewell from within the train, as soldiers with

rifles lock the doors. The train departs, as the officers look on.

Soldiers board the runways of the moving train; car after car rolls

by.

Sealed trains, bolted. One hundred deportees to every car. No
night, no day; just hunger, thirst, suffocation, and madness.
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A scrap of paper drops from a rushing train.

A message flutters down and sometimes is picked up. Death
makes its first choice. A second is made on arrival in the night and

fog.

A train steams into a depot, glowing in the night like a furnace;
soldiers await the transports with guns poised in the fog.

(From black and white to color): Moving along an abandoned
railroad track, the rails gleaming in the sun, with weeds, grass and
flowers growing among the ties.

Today, along the same tracks, the sun shines. Go slowly along it,

looking for what? For a trace of the corpses that fell out of the

cars when the doors were opened? Or the footprints of those first

arrivals, driven toward camp at gunpoint while dogs barked,

searchlights wheeled, and the incinerator flamed in the distance. . . .

(Black and white): A watchtower looms over a camp recessed in

trees; the entrance gate promises ARBEIT MACHT FREI.

In one of those nocturnal settings so beloved by the Nazis.

A startled face, eyes wide with disbelief.

First sight of the camp.

Throngs of people, naked and clothed, fill the yard of the camp.
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It is another planet.

Rows of bewildered, naked men, some of them hiding their genitals
with their hands.

"For the sake of hygiene" they are delivered to the camp stark

naked, these men who have already been humiliated.

A scalp.

Shaved,

A marked arm.

Tattooed,

A numbered patch on a uniform.

Numbered,

Two triangles in the shape of a star on a striped sleeve.

Dressed in blue striped uniforms, caught up in the game of a still

incomprehensible hierarchy,

The letters N N daubed in white paint on the back of a shirt.

Sometimes classified as Nacht und Nebel Night and Fog.

Various homemade triangles sewn onto shirts.

Political deportees with their red triangles meet the green tri-

angles: common criminals, masters in the ranks.

An arm band spelling Kapo.

Above them, the Kapo.

An arrestingly brutish, bloated face.

Almost always: a common criminal.

An officer; in the background striped prisoners marching to the

barracks.

Still higher: the S.S., the untouchable. One addresses him from

four yards away.

Another officer, this one smiling, posing for a snapshot on the

parapet above a concentration camp.



Highest of all: the Commandant. From afar he presides over the

rites. He pretends to know nothing of the camp.

(Into color, moving) : A maze of wire, a stone camp, and wooden

barracks set in luxurious grass, framed by the sky and warmed by a

bright sun.

And who does know anything? Is it in vain that we in our turn

try to remember. What remains of the reality of these camps

despised by those who made them, incomprehensible to those who

suffered here? These wooden barracks, these beds where three

people skpt, these burrows where people hid, where they furtively

ate, and where sleep itself was perilous.

Inside, moving along a row of triple-tiered wooden beds; there is

sunlight spilling into the empty barracks; the row of beds goes on
and on.

No description, no picture can restore their true dimension: end-

less, uninterrupted fear. We would need the very mattress where

scraps of food were hidden, the blanket that was fought over, the
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shouts and curses, the orders repeated in every tongue, the

sudden appearance of the S.S., seized with a desire for a spot
check or for a practical joke. Of this brick dormitory, of these

threatened sleepers, we can only show you the shell, the shadow.

Moving along a corridor of cubicles with wooden planks ranged up
each wall and embedded in brick three "beds'* per cubicle for

prisoners to sleep on.

Outdoors, still moving: soft grass, vivid flowers, and then sunlit

brick buildings.

Here is the setting: buildings that might be stables, garages,

workshops. A piece of land that's become a wasteland, an autumn

sky indifferent to everything.

(Black and white): Night silhouettes the distant camp, the watch-

tower and barbed wire; a speck of light flickers in the distance, the

moon above the watchtower.

This is all that is left us to evoke a night shattered by screams, by

inspections, by lice, a night of chattering teeth. Get to sleep

quickly.

An endless row of cubicles; the prisoners in their quarters: the three-

tiered beds cramped beyond capacity, three prisoners to each bed.

Shaved and starved they stare at the viewer.

Waking at the crack of dawn, they stumble over one another,

looking for stolen belongings. The interminable roll call in the

Appelplatz. Those who died in the night always confuse the book-

keeping. An orchestra plays a march from some operetta at the

time to leave for the quarry or the factory.

A conductor leads a band of woodwinds, brass and strings; soldiers

guarding the prisoners outside the camp.

Prisoners march in the snow, Nazi soldiers bringing up the rear.

Work in the snow that soon becomes frozen mud.

Men behind a barbed wire fence scraping the ditches and loading

carts with stones; an endless stream of men with picks and shovels

and poles.
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An orchestra arranged in a semicircle, officers idly standing around^

Each camp has its surprises: a symphony orchestra.

A bear crouching on a mound of snow.

A zoo.

A row of sun-filled glass buildings.

Hothouses where Himmler cultivates delicate plants.

A majestic oak in front of a camp.

Goethe's oak tree at Buchenwald. They built the camp around it,

because they respected the oak tree.

Wide-eyed children march in the snow; they are wrapped in rags.

An orphanage, transient but constantly replenished.

A column of hopping amputees supported by their crutches; stumps

replace their legs.

A barracks for the disabled.

Barbed wire strung tightly on posts; beyond it, homes, a village.

Then the real world of peaceful landscapes, the world of the past,

it seems far off yet not so far.

(Into color, moving): A view of the barracks and buildings seen

through watchtower windows.

For the deportee it was an image. He belonged only to this finite,

closed universe defined by watchtowers from which the conduct

of the camp was studied by soldiers constantly watching the de-

portees and, on occasion, killing them out of boredom.

(Black and white): A man clawing a barbed wire fence, his mouth

hanging open, his nose bleeding; he is dead. Another prisoner ripped
and spiked on the wires, a man strolling in the distance. Uniformed

prisoners lie on the ground. Rows of naked men: the young, the

old, the young grown old; a column of shaven heads, prominent
ribs, distended bellies; men shielding their bodies with their hands.

Anything is a pretext for bullying, for punishment. For humilia-

tion. The roll call lasts two hours.
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A man being whipped and kicked; a soldier looks on.

A badly made bed means twenty lashes of the cane.

With hands on hips, the guards watch the prisoners work.

Pass unnoticed. Make no sign to the gods.

A gallows; the noose hanging empty and still.

They have their gallows, their sacrificial ground.

An empty courtyard: trees seclude the yard, the gallows cast a

shadow on a bullet-riddled wall.

This yard in Block XI, quite out of sight, 'has been specially

arranged for executions, with its walls protected against rico-

cheting bullets.

A view of a castle.

This is the castle of Hartheim where coaches with smoked win-

dows brought passengers we shall never see again.

A cloud of dust trails a moving truck with a cargo of human beings.

Black transport trucks that leave in the night and of which no one

will ever know anything.

A handmade toy soldier.

Yet man has incredible powers of resistance. When the body is

worn out with fatigue, the mind goes on working. Hands covered

with bandages go on working. They make spoons, marionettes

which they carefully hide.

A toy crocodile.

Monsters.

A handmade match box.

Boxes.

Notes scratched on papers.

They managed to write, make notes.

A French menu.
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Train the memory with dreams.

A Hebrew Scripture.

They can think of God.

Two men huddle together, looking about cautiously.

They even come to organize politically, disputing with the com-
mon criminals their right to control the internal life of the camp.

A sick and aged man stands wrapped in a blanket.

They look after friends worse off than themselves.

Men lie feebly on the ground. Inmates support the sick under their

arms.

They set up centers for mutual aid.

(Into color) : Moving in on a brick hospital, its facade bright with

sun.

As a last resort and with anguished hearts, they take the dying to

the hospital the "dream house" Approach this door and you had
the hallucination of real sickness, the dream of a real bed. And
you ran the risk of death by injection.

(Black and white): Wooden beds with thin mattresses; and men

lying wrapped in blankets and bandages, their limbs shrunk to the

bone. A husk of a man lies still in his bed, his bones bulging his

tissue-thin skin; his leg twitches.

The medicines are a mockery, the dressings mere paper.

A man writhes in his blankets, his medicine glass and spoon on a

nearby table.

The same ointment is used on every sore. Sometimes the starving

eat their dressings.

A double berth: below, a man's chest heaves; above, a man with a

skeletal body stares wildly.

Eventually, the deportees come to look alike, conforming to a

model that has no age but dies with its eyes wide open.
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(In color): Moving among the buildings; the hospital again.

There was a surgical block. It almost looked like a real clinic.

(Black and white): The fat face of a balding, spectacled doctor.

An S.S. doctor.

A fierce, gap-toothed woman in white nods as she talks.

A terrifying nurse.

White cabinets line the surgical room, an operating table prepared
with sheets. A stained stone morgue table with a drain for blood.

What's behind the fafade? Useless operations, amputations, ex-

perimental mutilations.

The surgical instruments: glass tubes and rubber gloves, syringes,

ointments, hypodermic needles, cartons of capsules, cartons of

poison.

The Kapos as wett as the S.S. surgeons keep their hands in. The

big chemical factories send samples of their toxic products to the

camps or, better yet, they buy direct a batch of deportees to try

them out on.

A doctor with calipers measures a swollen square on a prisoner's

arm.

Of these guinea pigs a few survive,

Three men sit on a table, bare-chested, their hands in their laps;

one is speaking to a doctor.

Castrated,

A hand holds a glistening foot in the air. It is burnt to the bone. It

twitches. A patient watches from his bed.

Burned with phosphorus.

A woman reveals her shriveled limbs.

There are some whose flesh will be marked for life.

Hands thumb through identification cards and registers that are

filled with names; occasional lines are drawn through the entries.
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The administration photographs these men and women as soon as

they arrive. Names also are noted. Names from twenty-two na-

tions. They fill hundreds of ledgers, thousands of index files. The
dead have a red stroke through their names. Deportees keep these

mad, always inaccurate books under the eyes of the 5.5. men and

privileged Kapos. These are the bosses, the upper crust, of the

camp.

An immaculate sun-filled room, striped uniforms hanging in the

closet, a vase of flowers adorning the table, a rug covering the floor;

there is a dresser, a wash bowl, a neat bed.

The Kapo has his own room where he can hoard supplies, and at

night receive his young favorites.

A villa recessed in the trees.

Quite near the camp is the Commandant's villa.

The Commandant, his wife, and his dog relax in their home. The
Commandant entertains a friend with chess.

Here his wife manages to maintain a family life and sometimes a

social life, as in any other garrison town.

Guests are assembled, chatting, laughing, drinking.

Perhaps, though, she is a trifle more bored. The war seems de-

termined not to end.

(Into color): Moving past barred windows.

Luckier still, the Kapos had a brothel. Better fed women, but

prisoners still, like the others doomed to death. Sometimes from
these windows a crust of bread jails for a comrade outside. So the

5.5. had managed to reconstitute in the camp the semblance of
a real city, with its hospital, its residential district, its red-light
district and yes, even its prison.

Traveling past metal air vents embedded in the brick wall.

Useless to describe what went on in these cells. In cages so de-

signed that they could neither stand nor lie down, men and
women were conscientiously punished for days on end. The air

holes were not soundproof.



(Black and white): The arrival of Himmler; he greets the Com-

mandant, who takes him on a tour of the camp. He discusses and

plans the crematoriums with technicians and officers. A blueprint of

the crematorium. A model of the crematorium. The actual crema-

torium, inmates helping to construct it.

1942. A visit from Himmler. "We must destroy, but productively."

Leaving the production aspects to his technicians, Himmler con-

centrates on the destruction side. Plans, models are studied. They

are carried out, the deportees themselves take part in the work.

(In color): Moving around the peaceful crematorium, shaded by

trees that sway in the breeze.

A crematorium can be made to look like a picture-postcard. To-

day, tourists have themselves photographed in front of them.

(Black and white): People congregate with their suitcases and

sacks.

Deportation extends to oil of Europe.
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A train arrives carrying deportees; people piled in dead heaps in

cars, a tangled mass of limbs.

Convoys get lost, stop, then start again, are bombed, but finally
arrive. For some, the choice has already been made.

Officers driving people toward the camps; the captives are stripped;
soldiers survey a row of nude women.

For the rest, the choice is made immediately. Those on the left
will work. Those on the right . . .

Women stand naked in the grass, clutching their children, and them-

selves, shielding their bodies with their hands; soldiers stand in the

background.

These pictures were taken a few moments before extermination.

Naked men and boys await their execution. Crates of cylinders of gas
are piled one on the other.

Killing by hand takes time. Cylinders of zyklon gas are ordered.

(Into color) : Moving again outside blue sky, peaceful landscape
a sunlit building that contained a gas chamber. Moving inside the

building: gas tanks, steel doors, valves and nozzles for the gas to

escape.

Nothing distinguished the gas chamber from an ordinary block.

Inside, what looked like a shower room welcomed the newcomers.
Their hosts closed the doors. They watched.

Moving into the room, looking at the ceiling. The wood is cracked,
the concrete scratched.

The only sign but you have to know it is this ceiling, dug into

by fingernails. Even the concrete was torn.

(Black and white): A dead woman stares. The air is thick with
smoke as men burn a heap of bodies.

When the incinerators proved inadequate, open fires were used.

The faces of prisoners are smoking ash. A heap of bodies, cinders,
steam on the ground.

(In color) : Moving along past the ovens: the doors hang open, the
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ovens are empty.

Vet the new ovens had a capacity of several thousand bodies per

day.

(Black and white): A mountain of spectacles, combs, dishes and

pans, clothing and shoes, scissors, and shaving brushes.

Everything was saved. Here are the stockpiles of the Nazis at

war. Here are their warehouses.

An enormous mountain of gleaming hair rising toward the sky.

Nothing but women's hair . . .

Reams of doth, its hair surface glistening in the light.

At fifteen pfennig the kilo, they made Cloth from it.

An oven door is opened, bones line the pit. Bones of skulls, torsos,

legs, and arms rise in massive heaps.

From bones . . .

A stretch of fertile land and vegetation.

Manure. At least they tried.

Open crates packed with shriveled corpses. A barrel of human heads.

Rows of decapitated bodies.

From bodies . . . But there's nothing left to say.

Cakes of soap on a table.

From bodies, they wanted to make . . . soap.

Bins of dried skin. Sketches inked on dried skin.

As for skin . . .

Aerial views of the camps. Endless rows of barracks in the snow.

1945. The camps are full and spreading. They are cities of 100,-

ooo inhabitants. Full house everywhere. Heavy industry takes an

interest in this indefinitely replenishable labor force. Factories

have their own camps, forbidden to the S.S. Steyer, Krupp,

Htinckel, I.G. Farben, Siemens, Hermann Goering do their shop-

ping at these markets. The Nazis may win the war. These new
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towns are part of their economy. But they are losing. There is not

enough coal for the incinerators, not enough bread for the men.
The streets oj the camps are strewn with corpses.

The streets are lined with dead piles of naked bodies.

Typhus . . .

A monstrous mass of knotted limbs abstractions in bone. A pyra-
mid of heads with eyes opened or eyes removed. An array of stray

legs. A dead woman stares, her mouth gaping. A bulldozer pushes the

bodies, hurling the dead into pits.

When the Allies open the doors . . .

Led out by the Allies, Nazi women in knee boots stream out of a
barracks door, soldiers following.

All the doors . . .

Allies stand guard as men file out with the dead on their backs.

Corpse after corpse is hurled into a pit. Nazis carry human heads.

The skulls are arranged on the ground. Prisoners huddle together and

peer through the wires.

The inmates look on without understanding. Are they free? Will

they return to everyday life?

A Kapo, a Junker, and then an earnest, pleasant-looking young man
testify in court.
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"/ am not responsible" says the Kapo.
"7 am not responsible" says the officer.

"/ am not responsible"

A final look at a mountain of naked, mutilated corpses.

Then who is responsible?

(Into color): Moving over a rich field with flowers; the twigs and

rocks on the ground are reminiscent of the human bones.

At the moment I speak to you, the icy water of the ponds and
ruins is filling up the hollows oj the charnel house. A water as

cold and murky as our own bad memories. War is napping, but

with one eye always open.

Moving along the sunny landscape, flowers swaying in the breeze;

the camps are in the background.

The faithful grass has come up again on the Appelplatz, around

the cell blocks. An abandoned village, but still full of peril.

Still moving: crematorium ruins; twisted wires; broken watch-

towers; crumbled chambers; slabs of cracked concrete; abstract

figures of stone.

The crematorium is no longer in use. The devices of the Nazis

are out oj date. Nine million dead haunt this landscape. Who is on

the lookout from this strange tower to warn us of the coming of

new executioners? Are their faces really different from our own?
Somewhere among us, there are lucky Kapos, reinstated officers,

and unknown informers. There are those who refused to believe

this9 or believed it only from time to time. And there are those of
us who sincerely look upon the ruins today, as if the old concen-

tration camp monster were dead and buried beneath them. Those

who pretend to take hope again as the image fades, as though there

were a cure for the plague of these camps. Those of us who pretend
to believe that all this happened only once, at a certain time and in

a certain place, and those who refuse to see, who do not hear the

cry to the end of time.
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